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A New Life 


He stood beneath the archway at the end of the driveway. The cross beam was an old walking beam. The 
words "Walking Beam Ranch" etched and burned into the side of it. It was his, his new life. It was with mixed 
feelings that he thought about how the next several years might unfold. The time had come to put the last 
thirty years of his life behind him. That was forced on him by his partner up and walking out on him. Not to 
say he didn't have a hand in it or see it coming. He did. In fact, he was amazed David had stayed as long as he 
did. He had to hand it to him, David's love was long, powerful, and enduring. But it was not limitless. 


David was happy now. Happier than he'd been in a very long time. He'd moved back to Minnesota, into the city 
this time, and lived a quiet life with his new love. 


The house they shared just outside of San Diego had been sold and the profit split between the two of them. 
David had offered to let Dave have it and remain there but he couldn't. There were too many memories, too 
much feeling there. Dave packed everything up, including their five year old golden retriever, Sarah, and headed 


north. He planned to go back to the start, back near Los Angeles but he kept going. To Santa Paula. 


It was an extravagant purchase. Five million dollars, fifty acres, a 10,000 square foot home, along with two 


barns, a garage with a studio apartment above it, a quest house, an in-ground pool, and a storm shelter. All 


for one man. But he considered it therapeutic in some way. He needed this fresh start and what better way to 
do it? Go big or go home. Or something like that. He filled the guest house with all of his equipment, from an 
old sound board to tape machines to stacks and stacks of amps and everything in between. He'd acquired a 
vast collection over the span of thirty years. Dave couldn't part with any of it, but at the same time, had no 
intention of using it, either. Except maybe a guitar here and there to let off some steam. Dave also stocked 
the storm shelter with food and water and a couple luxury items, just in case. It wasn't really weather that 


Dave was stockpiling against. 


Dave immediately made arrangements for the staff to stay on. He had a horticulturist for the twenty acres 
of lemon trees, avocado trees, and macadamia nut trees, the harvests of which would sustain the farm. There 
were also four farmhands now in his employ. His accountant had warned him against this, worrying about 
where the money to pay salaries to all of these people would come from. But Dave wouldn't hear it. He had 
plans to keep the farm going, to keep it turning a profit off of the harvests. Plus, he considered sectioning off 


a few acres to try his hand at grapes and wine. 


Farm life, Dave had found, suited him well. Who would have known? David had always painted it as tedious and 
boring. Even when they were younger and Dave had gone home to Minnesota with David, he found him to be 
correct. Farm life did seem dreadfully boring and mundane. He had felt sorry for David's older brother. Taking 
over the family farm seemed like a death sentence at that time. But now, in his fifties, Dave understood the 
draw of the simple life. He understood how soothing the daily routine could be. He understood how gratifying 
farm work was. It was like creating a song, Dave thought. You could start with absolutely nothing and, through 
care and cultivation, you could end up with the juiciest lemon or the most bountiful, healthy avocados. Like 
creating a hit song. It all took painstaking patience and know-how and hard work, but the end result was worth 


it. 


In May, after preparing the soil, it was time to plant the grape vines that would, in a couple years' time, yield 
the grapes for Dave's first wine. Thomas, the horticulturist, helped Dave research the best grapes for the 

area and their soil. They ran test after test on the site to determine its drainage and the soil's acidity. Three 
acres were dedicated the endeavor. Dave and Thomas and one of the farm hands, Tico, installed irrigation and 


trellis systems and planted each new, young vine. 


One of the horses was a large four year old chestnut gelding with white markings on its legs, shoulders, and 
head. The horse was named Benedict and Dave took to calling him Benny. Over the next few months, Dave and 
Sarah and Benny became good friends. Every morning, Dave and the dog would wander into the stable and stop 
at each stall to say good morning to the mares and feed them a carrot or two. But Dave kept a special stash 
of carrots and alfalfa bars in his pocket for Benny. It didn't take long before Benny learned this routine and, at 
the first sound of Dave's voice, the horse's ears pricked and he craned his neck out his stall door, looking for 
the source of such good treats and attention. Really, though, the treats. Benny would stand still, munching on a 
carrot while Dave saddled him and then led him out of the barn. 


The three of them would ride the parameter of the farm. Dave found solace in his morning routine. Even the 
animals' company began to cure his loneliness. Dave started to talk to the horse, too. He began filling Benny in 


on his deepest thoughts and worries. Benny proved to be a good listener, too. Never interrupting Dave, never 


judging him, never offering lame advice. 


The afternoons were spent taking care of a good many other things around the farm and in the farm's 
business office. At the advice of his accountant, Dave took on a business manager. Someone savvy with 
handling the sale of the crops. The apartment above the garage was turned into the office and it was Dave's 
least favorite place on the farm. He often found himself stretched out on the old sofa that was left behind, 
his beat up old straw hat, also left behind in the barn, over his face. The manager he hired was a tough 
cookie. Good for the farm, bad for him. She liked to sit at her computer, pouring over the numbers, and yell at 


Dave for spending too much. 


‘lm going to cut up your credit cards. If you continue to spend like this, you will be broke in six months. Is 
that what you want? You want to make some money off these crops, right, so you can go play with your 


grapes?" 

"Try it, missy." He grumbled. 

"My name is Alejandra, not Missy." 
"| wasn't saying it was your name." 


"Look, Mustaine, I'm here to manage your business, not your personality. Or whatever you want to call that." 


She looked at him harshly. 


He grinned and stood up, plopping the dirty hat back over his long, unruly curls. "Keep up the good work, 


missy." 
"Call me that again, | dare youl" She steamed. 


"Missy." He grinned just before he ducked out the door. After hearing something thump against the other side 
of it, he mumbled, "She likes me." 


"| do not!" 


In the evenings, all of the staff would leave around five or six o'clock and leave Dave alone. Some nights, he lit 
a fire in the pit on the back patio and grilled a steak on it. He'd sit at the table and enjoy the steak and a glass 


of wine. Sarah laid beside him, waiting for scraps. She always got scraps. 


At night, Dave and Sarah were in bed by ten Occasionally, Dave would lay on his back, staring at the dark 
ceiling, thinking about the past. He'd had himself quite a life, filled with everything imaginable; great happiness, 
great sadness, great success, and great failure. He'd had great love and great despair. Now he had great 
solitude. And that was okay. Maybe this was the kind of life for which he was built because, through it all, 
he'd never felt as comfortable in his own skin as he now did. Dave's only regret was that it took several years 
to figure this all out. And in the process, he'd hurt and driven away one of the best people he'd ever met. A 


man who, foolishly, had fallen in love with him. There was nothing more that he could have done for David than 
to let him go. He couldn't give him those thirty years back. The best he could do was wish him well and hope 
that he was truly happy in his new life. 

He was. Dave felt truly happy and content with this new life. Sure, Alejandra was a pain in his ass but he knew 
he could trust her to do what was in the farm's best interest. That was all that really mattered. Was Dave 
lonely? Did he long for some male companionship? Nope. Not at all. Looking back, it was thinking with his dick 
that got him in a lot of trouble. So he was keeping it in his pants. For good? Possibly. But if not for good, then 
for one hell of a long time. 

Dave celebrated his fifty-second birthday surrounded by Alejandra, Tico, Thomas, the other staff members, 
Benny, and Sarah. Alejandra actually bought him a cake and a new hat, which Dave promptly shoved back in the 
box. 

"| like this one." 

"That one is nearly as old as you! And it stinks." 

‘It came with the place." 


"IFs disgusting." 


"You yell at me every time | buy something and now you're telling me not to wear my recycled hat any more? 
Woman, make up your mind." 


She pulled Dave's dirty old hat from his head and gave him a swat with it 

They shared the cake and Dave told everybody to go home early. 

Alejandra was the last to leave. She hated to admit it but she had a soft spot for the old curmudgeon 
"You gonna be okay?" She asked as she gave Dave a hug 

"Course | am. It's just a birthday" 

"First one alone can be tough, Take it from me. 

"Im fine! Now get the fuck outta here. Go home. 

She grinned as she pulled the hat off again and ran away from Dave, to her vehicle 


"Bitch!" 


"Asshole!" 

Dave was just giving Benny another small piece of cake before he closed up the barn when his phone started 
to ring. Assuming it was Alejandra again, he touched the screen to answer the call and yelled into the phone, 
"Give me back my hat, you miserable witch!" 

"Dave?" 

He knew that voice. "Hey, David. How are you?" 


"Uh, good. I'm good. Am | interrupting something?" 


"No, | thought you were someone else. So, what's going on?" Dave nervously rubbed a hand along the back of 


his neck as he walked slowly from the barn to the house. 
"Just wanted to tell you happy birthday." 

"Oh, wow. You remembered. Thanks." 

"Of course | remembered, Dave." 

"How's Minneapolis?" 

"Great! Things are good. Real good. You?" 

"Great! l'm really enjoying things out here." 

"Well, good." 


An awkward silence fell between them. Dave walked into his bedroom, Sarah at his heels. He looked around 


before finally sitting down on the edge of the bed. 

"Sarah's doing good. She really likes it out here. Made friends with one of the horses." 
"That's cool. I'm happy to hear she's doing good." 

"Yeah, so." Dave rolled his eyes. This was excruciating. "Thanks for calling, David." 

"No problem. Happy birthday, Dave." 

"Thanks, again" 


David just had to call. And on his birthday, his first birthday without him. Alejandra's words echoed in his mind. 


Dave tossed and turned, the bed suddenly feeling way too big and empty. 


"Goddamn it!" He grumbled. A minute later, the lamp was flicked on and Dave was on his iPad, flipping through 
old photos of himself and David. 


The younger man was pretty back then, all eyes and hair with a body on him for days. If Dave closed his eyes 


and concentrated, he could remember what those thighs felt like in his large, roughened hands. 


That's pretty fucked up, isn't it? Dave thought when he was finished. It didn't mean he still wanted David. It 
didn't mean he regretted anything that happened. No, he just needed some visual stimulation to rub one out on 


his birthday. That's all it meant. It sure as hell didn't mean Dave was lonely! 


What's Your Name? 


Autumn descended upon the farm in a big way. The days grew shorter and temperatures dropped. No longer 
did Dave make his morning rounds in his t-shirt. He broke out his flannel shirts now. And still wore that 
busted up, dirty hat. Dave and Tico wrapped the tiny, frail little vines, hoping to keep them warm through the 
winter. Southern California doesn't get harsh winters but lower temperatures and the threat of frost could kill 
the young vines. The lemons were harvested and sold, as well as the avocados. The macadamia nuts would 


continue to grow all year as long as they were harvested regularly. Which, of course, they were. 


For the first time in the eight months that Dave had owned the farm, October saw the ledger in the black He 


earned more than he spent. Even Alejandra had to crack a smile. 


Dave and Sarah and Benny were making rounds, checking the fencing around the perimeter of the farm. It was 
early November. Dave was musing about whether he should call David for his birthday or not. Sarah 
whimpered and stopped walking. Benny's ears flattened and he snorted. 


"What's the matter, guys? Something out there?" Dave asked aloud, thinking the animals sensed the presence 


of another. 


They did get coyotes and wild cats. Sarah was pretty good at chasing them off. But both animals refused to 
move. Benny began braying and stamping his front hoof against the ground. 


"What is going on? Come on, you guys!" Dave was getting worried about their odd behavior. 

He tried to jab Benny's flank to get him to move. And then he started to feel them, too; minor tremors 
beneath the earth's surface, tremors which grew stronger and louder. Sarah whimpered and moved to stand 
under Benny's neck. She pushed her body against his front legs. The tremors got worse. Dave was scared. He 
slid out of the saddle and reached for Benny's head. The horse snorted and pressed its head into Dave's 
shoulder. 

"IFs all right. | got you guys. Just stand still" He clutched the reins in one hand and reached for his phone. 


"Tico! Tico, l'm up in the northwest corner. Its an earthquake. You guys okay?" 


Tico assured him that everybody and everything back at the farm was okay. He offered to come out with the 


truck and trailer to collect Dave and the animals. 
"Yeah. Yeah, that'd be great. Thanks." 


As he ended the call and the tremors seemed to subside, Dave heard what sounded like a scream. The animals 
heard it, too. Dave climbed back up on Benny and gave him a quick jab. Benny and Sarah, side by side, jumped 
the fence. Dave listened and tried to figure out where the scream came from. 


"Fuck!" He heard from up on the ridge. 
"Come on, Sarah. Go find him." Dave told the dog. 
She looked up at him for a moment, considering his command. 


"Go on. Find him!" 


The dog took off, scampering up the hill. Dave and Benny followed at a slower, careful pace. They rounded a 
curve in the narrow trail and came upon a wrecked mountain bike. Next to it lay a thin, blonde man who 
groaned. His leg appeared wedged between two fallen rocks, blood was pouring from a puncture wound on the 


man's thigh. He also appeared to have cuts and bruises all over his shoulders and neck. 

"Hey, you still awake." Dave called. 

Another groan. Sarah sniffed at his face. Dave dismounted and carefully approached the guy. He leaned his 
shoulder one of the rocks and pushed but it didn't budge. The man wore a bike helmet but wisps of dark 
blonde hair escaped beneath it. The sleeves of his white t-shirt were cut off, revealing a tattoo of a black 
silhouetted bird with wings spread out. 

"Shit. Hey. Hey, there. You awake?" 

More groaning and whimpering. Dave pulled his phone out and called Tico again. He described where he was and 
that he found a biker injured from the quake. A few minutes later, he heard the rumble of the truck coming 
through the brush. 


"Tico, we're up here!" 


Together, they tied a rope from the truck around the rock with the other end looped around the horn on 
Benny's saddle. Tico held the reins and pulled Benny. 


"Come on, Benny. Come on, you got this. Keep pulling” He gently urged the horse. 


The man cried out in pain as the rock was dragged off of his leg. Dave crouched down and examined it, gently 


Touching and squeezing it. 
"Don't think it's broken but scraped and cut up awful bad. Looks like a gusher, too. He's losing a lot of blood" 


Tico picked up the bike and put it in the back of the truck after he got Benny into the trailer. Sarah jumped 
into the cab of the pick up, sat down and looked at the men as if to say, “Hurry the fuck up." 


Dave knew he had to stop the bleeding somehow before trying to move the guy. He asked Tico for any rags 


from the truck but whatever was there was deemed too dirty to use. Finally, he pulled his flannel shirt off. 
"This was my favorite shirt, just so you know, man." Dave grumbled as he sunk to one knee beside the guy. 

He ripped a strip of fabric from the shirt and felt his heart rate pick up slightly when he looked at the blonde 
man's long, skinny legs. He slide the strip around the man's thigh and tied it off to stop the bleeding. When the 
man groaned, Dave breathed a sigh of relief. 

"Okay, let's go." 

Dave slid one arm under his knees and the other under his shoulders. Carefully, he cradled the small blonde 
against his chest and carried him to the truck. When arms circled his neck and the man gave a pained mewl, 
Dave's heart lodged itself in his throat. Tico removed the man's biking helmet before helping Dave place him on 


the back seat of the truck. 


It took about twenty minutes to slowly drive back to the house. Dave carried the man inside, to one of the 
spare bedrooms, while Tico took Benny back to the barn. 


"Thanks, Tic. | appreciate your help." 
"You want me to call the doc, Dave?" 


"No, not yet. Let me get him settled and comfortable and find out who he is. | don't think anything's broken so 
we'll just get him patched up and on his way." 


He gently set the man down on the bed. Dave watched as he tried to move and let out a pained cry. 


"Hey, hey. Come on, lie still. You got hurt out there in the quake. Are you awake?" The redhead settled on the 
edge of the bed and gave the blonde's leg a gentle poke. "Can you hear me?" 


Eyes slowly fluttered open. He blinked several times, squinting at the overhead light in the room. Large, 


nervous hazel eyes finally found Dave's. 
"Hey. What's your name? l'm Dave." 
The blonde's perfectly shaped, light brown eyebrows scrunched together but he did not speak 


"l'm Dave. This is my house. You got hurt out on the trail. | am going to clean up your leg, okay? Can you tell 


me your name?" 


Thick, pink lips which were framed by a mustache and beard the same color as his eyebrows parted but no 


words were spoken before the blonde passed out cold. 


"You gotta be shitting me." Dave grumbled. 


He gathered supplies in the bathroom and set to work cleaning the man's cuts and scrapes. The deep on that 
caused all the bleeding might need stitches, he wasn't sure yet. He continued cleaning the blood off the man's 
hands and arms before he rifled through his pockets. Nothing but a chapstick No wallet, no phone. 


Dave pulled his own from his pocket. 

"Tico, was there anything on the guy's bike to identify him?" 

"Yeah, boss. Found a wallet and iPhone. | will bring them back to the house, along with Sarah. 
"Thanks, man" 


The phone and wallet sat on the bedside table. Something prevented Dave from checking them out. He wasn't 
exactly sure what it was. He kept telling himself the sooner he found out who the guy was, the sooner he 

could call someone to come and pick him up. So why did he find himself standing in the doorway, watching the 
man sleep? Why did he rifle through his closet, trying to find the smallest clothing he had that didn't fit him 
anymore so the man had clean clothes to change into when he awoke? Why did a jolt of shame pass through 


him when he found a couple items of David's that must have got mixed in when he packed? 


As it got later, Dave yawned and stretched and decided to put the clothes on the chair in the spare room. If 
the man woke and wanted them, he was welcome to them. He closed the door with a soft click and told Sarah 
to stand watch. Of course, Dave didn't sleep a wink. He should have, it was a long, exhausting day and the 
morning would come not quickly but much, much sooner than Dave wanted it to. He laid on his back in his bed, 
staring at the ceiling. His ears strained to pick up any noise indicating that the stranger in his house was 


moving. 


This is not what Dave needed. He did not need this headache. He should have opened that wallet. Should have 
found a contact in that man's phone to come and get him. Should have, at the very least, dropped the guy at 
the hospital. No, Dave definitely didn't need this but he wanted it. He wanted the distraction of having someone 


to take care of. Dave wanted someone to relieve the loneliness he swore up and down that he did not feel. 


Dave was up and into the shower before the sun rose. He was in the kitchen, brewing coffee and making 
breakfast before seven o'clock Sarah wandered down and Dave opened the door for her. She took off directly 
for the barn, no doubt to make sure Benny was okay. The redhead arranged toast and eggs and bacon, along 
with a cup of coffee on a tray and took it to the bedroom. Balancing it on one hand, he gave the door a gentle 


knock. 
"Good morning." He called as he opened the door. 


Setting the tray down, he turned on the light and found the man spread out on his stomach, arms wrapped 
around the pillow. Hls leg appeared to have bled through the sheets but, upon closer inspection, the wound had 


closed over on its own. Dave gently tapped his shoulder to wake him. 
"Hey, uh, you wanna wake up? You must be hungry. Come on, man, wake up for me." 


The blonde man grumbled and eventually, he rolled over and looked at Dave with the same shock and confusion 


as the previous day. 

"Morning. Remember my name?" 

"Dave" It was the first time he had spoken since Dave found him. 
The redhead smiled. "Right! Good! What's yours?" 


He stayed silent for a very long time. With a scowl, he finally whispered, "I don't know." 


| Can Call You Roger 


Dave would swear he didn't realize he had done it. He stepped in front of the table so that the other man 


could not see his wallet and phone. 
He looked at Dave with terror in his eyes. 
"How did | get here? Where was |? What happened?" 


"There was an earthquake and you were riding your bike up in the halls beyond my farm. Seems you got 


trapped by a rock falling. See your leg is cut up." 

"Did you find anything on me?" 

Dave coughed. "Uh, no. No, I'm afraid not" 

He sank back into the bed, wide eyes staring at the opposite wall. "Oh. | don't even know my own name." 


"What would it be if you could name yourself?" Dave asked, picking the tray up and putting it in front of the 


blonde. "You must be starving." 


He nodded. "Thanks." He dug into the food, plowing through it like it was his last meal. "Roger Taylor." He 
mumbled with his mouth full. 


"What?" 

"| don't know. That's the name that popped into my head. Roger Taylor. Maybe that's my name" 

Dave gave him a sad smile. "That's the name of the drummer in the band, Queen" 

He frowned. "Oh" 

"| can call you Roger, if you want 

"Sure" He mumbled 

Dave shuffled his feet, feeling awful with himself. How could he keep this man's identity from him in a bid for 
some company? He reasoned that he would tell the man soon Maybe in the evening or tomorrow. Maybe after 


they became friends and Roger would want to come and see him again 


"Well, the bathroom's through that door. Nobody else uses it. It's all yours so.. yeah." 


"Cool. Thanks. And, uh, thanks for taking care of me. Who knows what would have happened if you hadn't found 


me. Thank you, Dave." 
"No problem, Roger." Dave grinned. 
"Gotta piss." Roger said with a little smile. He scooted off the bed and passed Dave to the bathroom. 


Dave quickly turned and stuffed the wallet and phone into his pockets. "Hey, uh, let me go get you a change of 
sheets. And if you want, | put some clothes on the chair in here for you." 


"Sure, man. Thank you!" 


Dave made his exit and hurried into his own bedroom and closed the door. He pulled the wallet out and flipped 


it open, finding Roger's driver's license. 

Oliver T. Hawkins of Topanga. Topanga was only a half hour south. 

A couple credit cards, a photo of Roger and two dogs, a condom. A condom? And few twenty dollar bills. Dave 
picked up the phone. He scrolled through Roger's contacts, stopping at the Ts. Roger fucking Taylor. Dave 
gasped and dropped the phone. 

It couldn't be THAT Roger Taylor, could it? 

He quickly turned the phone off and hid both it and the wallet in his chest of drawers. Dave gathered clean 
sheets and brought them back to the room. He heard the shower going and was glad. Dave stripped the 
bloodied bedsheets and redressed it, taking the empty tray with him when he left. 

Dave was cleaning up the kitchen when Tico came in. 

"Hey, boss. The guy up yet?" 

"Uh," Dave paused. "No, not yet. And hey, Tico, listen The wallet didnt have anything in it. Just some cash, a 
photo of him with a couple dogs, and a condom. And the phone must have fallen on the rocks. It's broken. | 
thought maybe it'd be best if we didn't mention it to him just yet. He was pretty shaken up last night” 
"Sure, okay. Gonna take him to the hospital today?" 


"No, | don't think so. His injuries weren't too bad. Once he gets up on his feet, we'll take him home." Wherever 


that might be, Dave thought. 
‘Okay, boss. I'm going to go turn the horses out. See you later." 


"Thanks, Tico." 


Roger found the kitchen. His hair was wet and the clothes Dave gave him were a little too big. The hoodie could 
go around Roger twice and the sweatpants fought a desperate fight to cling to his hips. 


“Thanks for the warm shower and the clothes. Um, Dave. The thing is, | should try to figure out where | live. | 


could have a family or something, you know?" 

"Yeah, I've been thinking about that. Maybe if we drove into town, something would jog your memory." 
"Can | see my bike? Maybe there'd be something on it. A sticker from the place | bought it or something." 
"Sure. Yeah. Come on | can introduce you to Sarah. 

"Who's that? Your wife?" 

Dave gave a little laugh. "No. I'm not married. Sarah's the dog. The one that found you." 

"Oh! Cool!" 

Dave took Roger out to the pasture beyond the barn. He whistled and Benny and Sarah came trotting over. 
"Roger, this is Benny. He's my best friend" 

Sarah barked. 

"Sorry. He's my second best friend. Sarah's my best girl." 


The dog grinned at Roger and wagged her tail. She jumped up on her hind legs and put two front paws on 
Roger's shoulders, giving his face a lick 


"| dare say she likes you and is happy you're okay: 

From that moment on, Sarah stayed at Roger's side as Dave gave him a walking tour of the farm 

"| was in a band, too. For thirty years. | was, um, well. my bassist and | were. together" 

"| got it. Go on" Roger gently encouraged Dave as they walked along the lemon trees. 

Dave reached up and plucked on He handed it to Roger as he continued. "David, that's his name. He got tired of 
me. Let me clarify before you think he's a terrible person I'm the terrible person. m a recovering addict and | 


did some pretty shitty things in the past. He found someone who knows his worth and treats him well. I'm 
happy for him. He deserves to be happy." 


Why he was telling this man all of these things, Dave couldn't say. Maybe it was nice, having someone that 
didn't know who he was. Maybe it was guilt for keeping Roger's truth from him so he appeased his own guilt 
by giving Roger his truth. 


"Everybody deserves that. Even you." Roger murmured before holding the lemon to his nose. "This place is 


really great. You've done well" 

"Thank you." 

Their eyes met and Dave swore there was something swimming in Roger's. 

He coughed. "Let's go find your bike." 

They found the bike propped against the side of the garage. The white painted frame was bent, one tire was 
flat, its rim bent up. Roger crouched down and ran his fingers along the frame. He closed his eyes, desperate 
to remember anything. Roger picked up the helmet that hung by its strap on the handlebars. There was a long, 
deep crack at the back of it. He ran his fingers over it and then touched the back of his head, feeling a bump. 
When Roger's head hung forward, Dave knew nothing came to mind He stepped forward and gently touched 
Roger's shoulder. 


"lm so sorry.” 


Roger sniffled and stood up. He gave Dave a weak smile. "Nothing for you to be worry about. You've been 
great and | really appreciate it." 


"Why don't we go for a ride? We gotta find you some clothes that actually fit you, anyway. Come on, I'll take 


you into town, see if you recognize anything, and get you something to wear." 

"That'd be great. Thank you." 

"Happy to do it. Let me just tell Tico that I'm leaving the farm." 

When Dave returned to the garage, he found Roger sitting in the truck with Sarah sitting next to him. 
"Sarah, really?" 

"Sorry, she just jumped in when | opened the door." 

"Yeah, she does that. Especially considering its you. She must think its her job now to protect you." 
Sarah barked at Dave. 


“All right" 


Dave climbed in behind the wheel and started the engine. 


The city of Santa Paula could hardly be called that. It was a town. A tiny town. It reminded Dave of Jackson, 
Minnesota, which made him laugh. Santa Paula boasted that Middle America, small town sense of peace and 
happiness. There was a main street which cut through the middle of the town. Shops and banks and other 
storefronts lined the street in which cars still parked nose-in. American flags adorned every street lamp while 


rings of red, white, and blue flowers were planted in boxes that encircled each post 
"Any of this look familiar at all?" Dave asked as he slowly navigated the truck down the street 
"No, afraid not" Roger glumly replied 

"Im afraid we don't have a Macy's or a Nordstom's around here. Best we've got is a Kmart" 


Roger gave a little grin. "I don't know what that is. | don't need much, anyway. Just something that fits a little 
better than this would be fine." 


"Yeah. Sorry about that. lim not as thin as you." 

Dave stopped the truck at the only red light in town. Alongside of them was a kid on a bicycle with a radio 
strapped to the handlebars, blasting a rock song. Roger listened intently, eyebrows knotting together in 
concentration. 

"| know that song." 


Dave leaned over to listen and gasped. He knew that song, too. He looked Roger in the eye. 


"so, who are you? Yeah, who are you? Yeah, who are you? Yeah, who are you? Keep you in the dark, you know, 


they all pretend." 


Dave sat back up behind the wheel. "Never heard it before." He mumbled and punched the gas when the light 


turned green. 


The Kmart was on the other side of town, on the outskirts. Dave parked the truck and looked at Roger. He still 
had the furrowed eyebrows, as if he was deep in thought. 


"| know | know that song, Dave. And it's not like something | heart on the radio. | feel connected to it somehow. ' 


The redhead gave him a sad smile and laid his hand on Roger's shoulder. "I'm sorry, man. | wish | could help 


you. | don't know it" 


This was not going to pan out well, Dave realized. As if that wasn't clear already. As they walked toward the 


store, Dave put his arm around Roger's shoulders and smiled when the smaller man curled against him and 


wrapped his arm around Dave's back. 

"Let's find you some fancy new clothes." 

And, like music to Dave's ears, Roger actually laughed. Laughed! A full-bodied, sweet-sounding laugh. 

Inside the store, Dave took a shopping cart and led Roger to the men's section. They picked up a couple plain 


colored t-shirts, a pair of jeans, a pair of olive green cargo pants, a flannel shirt, and a hoodie in Roger's size. 
Dave steered him toward the socks and underwear and Roger balked. 


"What?" 

"| don't know, man. It feels weird." 

"Well, you need more than just the pair you're wearing now." 

Roger gave a devilish grin. "I'm not" He whispered. 

"What?" Dave's stomach tightened. 

"Not wearing any underwear." 

"Why not?" 

"Well, there wasn't any with my ripped shorts and you didn't leave any." 

"Roger! Why didn't you say something?" 

"And what would | say? ‘Hey Dave, let me wear some of your boxer shorts:?" 

"That'd work" 

"It's weird." He reached for a package of boxer shorts and dropped it in the cart. 

On they went to the toiletry section and got Roger a few things there. As they were checking out, Dave 
cought sight of the televisions in the electronics section. He inhaled sharply when a photo of Roger was 


plastered on the screen with a phone number below. Quickly, he paid and grabbed the bags. 


"Hey, man. You hungry? Let's hit the In ‘N Out drive-thru, what do you say? | know Sarah will be on board." He 
quickly said. 


As he hurried Roger out of the store, he heard the cashier calling behind them. "Hey! Hey, sir! Sir!" 


Dave's heart was pounding. Roger was going to find out who he was and that Dave had been lying to him! 


"Your change, sir!" 


Cicadas 


Roger giggled and pushed Sarah away. He was sitting on the edge of the pool with his feet hanging in the 
water, wearing nothing but a pair of shorts that Dave let him borrow. Sarah kept bringing him a tennis ball 
and Roger kept throwing it into the water. The dog was dripping wet and decided to shake herself off right 


next to him. 
"Sarah!" Dave gently scolded the dog from his position in front of the grill 


He had pulled himself out of the pool to start dinner as soon as he could feel himself staring at Roger's half 
naked body for too long. He had long arms, taut and lean, a perfect, flat, washboard stomach. Dave could count 
Roger's ab muscles and wondered how they would feel beneath his touch. He positively salivated over the 
blonde's protruding hip bones. And when Roger turned and gave Dave his back, the redhead melted at the sight 
of his strong shoulders. Roger had a body for days and Dave couldn't deny that it turned him on but it was 
Roger's face that Dave was attracted to the most. Roger's eyes held a mixture of sadness and wonder. The 
color was close to his own but Dave could see a sparkle in them that had long since burned out of his. Roger 
had a strong nose, too. Not too big or too small, perfect for pressing kisses against. His lips were perfectly 
shaped and colored and Dave was sure they tasted incredible. He had a light brown stubble growing on his chin 
and jaw that Dave wanted desperately to feel against his own lips. 


Dave had held his breath when he introduced Roger to the others at the farm. He didn't want to, in case they 
had seen Roger's photo on TV, but Roger insisted. 


The blonde stood and approached Dave, quickly taking in the older man's tall frame and damp red curls. 


"Alejandra seems nice” 

Dave chuckled. "No, she doesn't. And that's okay. She loves this farm and does right by it" 
"Thirk she likes you, too. Looks out for you" 

"In her own way, | guess" 

Roger smiled. "You're lucky: 

Their eyes met for a moment before Dave murmured, "I know” 

"Gonna get another glass of wine. Do you want?" 

"Yes, please. Open the Riesling. That will go good with this chicken" 


At the table, Sarah crawled underneath, while the two men sat opposite each other and ate Dave's barbecued 


chicken, grilled vegetables, and lemon tarts. 


"You're a great chef, Davel" Roger was on his third glass of wine and giggled a lot, a maddening pink flush 


coloring his cheeks. 
"Thank you. | don't get a chance to cook much when it's only me and Sarah. I'm glad for the company." 


As dusk gave way to nightfall, the cicadas began to chirp. Roger leaned back in his chair and a shiver ran over 


his body. 
"Getting cold?" 


"Little. You know, I'm getting this feeling that, wherever | lived, | never really took the time to listen to the 
crickets. | kind of like it.” 


"Cicadas. They're cicadas. They ‘sing’ to attract mates and only the males sing. In folklore, a cicada represents 


carelessness." 

"How do you know all of that about a bug?" Roger softly laughed. 

"| read a lot. Not much else to do at night around here." 

Dave lit a fire in the pit and urged Roger to sit in front of it while he cleaned up dinner. Inside, the redhead 
was loading plates into the dishwasher and, looking out the window, he caught a glimpse of Roger's blonde hair. 
He felt a sharp pinch in his gut. It was killing him slowly, knowing he was doing the wrong thing. Knowing he 
could reunite Roger with his family, if he had one. Dave could tell Roger the truth and set him free. Or he 
could continue to enjoy Roger's company while the guilt ate him alive. 

Carrying another bottle of wine and a bowl of the farm's very own macadamia nuts and a blanket, Dave joined 
Roger by the fire. He pulled another chair up close beside the blonde. He wrapped the blanket around Roger and 
smiled at him. 

"More wine?" 

"Great, thanks." He held out his empty glass for Dave to refill. 

Once Dave was settled in his chair, he looked up at the stars. "Clear night. That's why it's so chilly." 


"Winter's on it's way, too." Roger murmured as he followed Dave's gaze. "Dave, |, um, | really appreciate what 


you've done for me." 


‘Its nothing, Really. Like | said before, I'm really thankful for the company. It can get a little lonely here with 
me and Sarah." 


Roger turned his gaze to the crackling fire. "What happened with you and the bassist?" 


Dave wondered why he was asking him about David. Just making conversation or something else? Dave couldn't 


ignore that there seemed to be something unsaid going on. He took a long drink of his wine. 

"He was done with me, like | said before. Over the many, many years we were together, | did a lot of damage 
that couldn't be undone. He fell out of love with me because of those things and, when real love found him 
again, it was time to let him go." 


"But you don't seem that way now." 


"What way? A total dick? Yeah, of course | still am. l'm not fueled into violence by the drugs and drink the way 
| used to be but l'm still a total dick" 


Roger softly said, "I don't think you're a dick" 
"Thanks." Dave replied, thinking how wrong Roger really was. 


After a long pause, he drew his feet to the edge of the chair, bringing his knees to his chest. Roger asked, 
"What if | never remember?" 


"You will. Amnesia is almost always temporary. 

"It is?" 

Dave nodded. "As far as | know." 

A comfortable silence draped over the pair, each getting lost in his thoughts. Dave thought about David and 
his new life. Wondered if David was truly happy now. Roger's mind was filled with endless possibilities about his 
identity and about how he was beginning to feel attracted to his savior. 

When the third bottle of wine was empty and the fire was down to embers, Dave covered the pit with its lid 
and announced he was going to bed. Roger and Sarah followed suit. Dave locked up the house and paused in the 
hallway before Roger's door. 

"See you in the morning? | won't wake you. Sleep as long as you like.” 

"Thank you, Dave." 


"Goodnight, Roger." 


"Night" Roger leaned forward, a slight purse to his lips. 


Dave gave him a second glance before turning and hurrying to his bedroom. 


He lay in his bed, eyes on the alarm clock, just counting out the minutes. Sleep wouldn't come. Guilt had made 


sure of that. 
There came a soft, barely there knock on the door. 

"Roger?" 

The door swung open and in stepped the blonde, wearing not a stitch of clothing. Sarah stood at his side. 
"What's wrong? You okay?" Dave asked as he sat up, his heart skipping a beat. 

Roger quickly crossed the room and climbed onto the bed. He leaned into Dave. "Let's not be lonely together.” 


Now Dave's heart had stopped altogether. He held his breath as Roger reached for his face and gently cupped 
his cheek. 


"Is your heart filled with pain? Shall | come back again? Tell me, dear, are you lonesome tonight?" Roger quietly 


sang. 


Dave's eyes widened, surprised that Roger had remembered such a thing. But the blonde seemed to think 
nothing of it. He was already pulling Dave into a kiss. 


My Entire World 


The blonde kissed him. His long, elegant hands cupped Dave's face and Roger kissed him. Dave's hands hovered 
over Roger's shoulders, wanting to push him back but not doing it. Dave gave in to the kiss, moving his mouth 
against Roger's, welcoming the blonde's tongue into his mouth. Finally, Roger pulled back with a little gasp. With 
wide eyes, they stared at each other. 

"Roger," Dave began. "This isn't a good idea." 

"Why not?" 

"What if you aren't single?" 

"I am tonight.” Roger leaned in for another kiss. 

"Roger." Dave dodged him. 

"What's the matter? Dont you want me?" 

"Yeah, | do. | really do. But it's been a real long time for me." 

"As far as | know, it's been never for me.” Roger grinned and moved to straddle Dave's lap. 

The redhead was in turmoil. How could he allow this to happen? How could he continue lying to Roger about 
who he was? The guilt was already gnawing at him. But so was his loneliness. Roger gently settled in Dave's lap, 
wrapping his arms around his neck. Dave sighed and closed his eyes, placing his hands on Roger's hips. 

As if reading Dave's thoughts, Roger whispered, "You've been alone too long." 

One hand slid from the blonde's hip, around his back, urging him closer. 

"You don't know what you're doing." Dave groaned. 

"I know exactly what I'm doing." Roger countered before leaning in to kiss Dave again. 

Both hands slid along Roger's spine, making the blonde purr. They came to rest on his shoulders and squeezed. 
Roger tilted his head back, his long hair dusting along his shoulder blades. Dave leaned forward and placed 
hungry lips against Roger's throat. The blonde moaned and began to slowly rock his hips, rubbing himself 


against Dave's cotton pajamas. Roger's hands knotted into Dave's thick, red curls. 


Carefully, Dave continued to lean forward, setting Roger down on his back, on the mattress, pulling the blonde's 
legs out from under him and spreading them. Dave slid from the bed and stood alongside it, gazing at the 


beautiful body that awaited him. 
"You're gorgeous, Roger. Absolutely beautiful. And | really appreciate what you want to do but -" 


Roger gave him a grin as he wound one arm under his head and stroked himself with the other hand. "But 
what?" 


"Fuck me." Dave groaned. He was only human, he reasoned. He watched the blonde jerk himself off for a 


moment while he rubbed himself through his pants. 

"Take them off. | want to see you." 

Dave gave the other mana smirk "Come do it for me." 

Roger climbed up on his knees and crawled to the edge of the bed. Smiling as he gazed into Dave's eyes, he 
hooked his fingers into the elastic waistband of Dave's pants and inched them down. When the waistband got 
caught on Dave's erection, Roger gave him a playful pout, jutting out his bottom lip. It sent a jolt of pleasure 
straight into the redhead's groin. He cupped Roger's chin and drew him into a kiss, pulling that bottom lip in and 
nibbling on it. 

"You're such a tease." Dave growled when Roger yanked at his pants. 

Dave's cock sprung free and Roger immediately lowered his head, giving it a kiss. Dave stepped out of his pants 
and then wrapped his strong arms around Roger's thin waist. They tumbled back onto the bed, Roger falling to 
his back and pulling Dave on top of him. 

"| like the way you kiss me. It feels good, feels powerful." 

As Dave leaned down to kiss the blonde again, he caught Roger's wrists and pushed them over his head. His 
body covered Roger's, crushing his thin frame. Long, lean legs wrapped around Dave. The older man moved his 
mouth to Roger's neck and took a bite, making Roger hiss and yelp. 

"Do you think you've ever done this before?" Dave asked. He pulled back, planting his hands on the mattress. 


"| don't know." The blonde purred. "I know, with you, it feels so fucking right” 


Dave was up again, making Roger mewl and pout. He went to his chest of drawers and pulled open the top one. 


Dave reached in toward the pack and pulled out a bottle of lube and condoms. 


"How long has it been for you, Dave?" Roger asked as he rolled to his side and propped his head up on an 
elbow. His other hand traveled across his chest, fingers flicking over his nipples. His cock lay heavy against his 


thigh. 


"Uh," Dave stalled He thought about the last time he was with someone. And it saddened him that it wasn't 
David. It was the last time he cheated on David. It was some random guy he'd met on the set of the very last 


video the band shot. "About two years." 
"Oh, man. I'm sorry to hear that." 


Dave melted into the bed and let Roger tend to him. The blonde kissed a trail from Dave's jaw, down his neck 
and chest, down his stomach which quivered, and finally stopped at his cock. Dave let out a long sigh and 
wrapped his fingers into Roger's silky, soft, flaxen hair. It reminded Dave of cornsilk. Warm lips and a tongue 
worked their way down the redhead's shaft, licking and sucking him. A smiled played on Dave's lips. There was 
no way this was the first time Roger was giving head. He was too good at it, too good at knowing just what to 


do and how to work his mouth. 

"Come here." Dave reached for Roger's hip and guided the lean, gorgeous body over top himself. 

With a knee on either side of Dave's head, Roger pulled his chin to his chest to look underneath himself. Dave 
pulled a pillow under his head and wrapped an arm around Roger's waist, gently pulling him down. The younger 
man grinned as he slowly thrust himself toward Dave's waiting open mouth. He tried to return his attention to 
Dave's cock but for a moment, all he could do was close his eyes and moan over how good Dave's mouth felt 
on his aching cock. 

"Damn, that feels good." 

After a moment, Roger braced himself on one hand and used the other to stroke Dave and guide him back into 
Roger's mouth. He mewled and hummed when Dave carefully traced a finger along Roger's ass. As much as he 
didn't want to, Roger slid off of Dave and arranged himself on the bed with elbows down and ass up. 

"Want it. Please, Dave." 

Before the redhead did anything else, he leaned over and kissed Roger. 

"You're a good man, Roger." 

"You're a good man, too, Dave. | love everything you've done for me. Thank you." 


"Don't say that. I'm not a good man You'd hate me if you really knew." 


"Shh." Roger smiled and swept his fingers through Dave's hair, pushing it from his face. "It doesn't matter 


anymore. Everything's new. New start for you." 


Dave smiled sadly and settled on the bed, on his side. He wrapped his arms around Roger and pulled him down, 


against him. "We don't have to do this." 


"You don't want to?" Roger asked, peering over his shoulder. 
"Yeah, | do. Really do.” Dave sighed. "I guess l'm just out of practice." 


"We can go slow. | want to make you feel good" And with that, Roger pressed his ass into Dave's dick, rubbing 
against him. 


Dave groaned. "You are. You make me feel so good" 

"Make me feel good, Dave, please." 

The redhead took a deep breath. It was just tonight, right? Tomorrow, he'd tell Roger everything. He'd face 
losing the sweet man, making Roger hate him, but, ultimately, giving him back his life. Tonight, though, he'd 
make love to Roger, enjoy the other man's company and affection He gently pushed the blonde onto his front 
and pulled this thighs apart. 

"If | hurt you, please tell me and I'll stop." 


"| promise." Roger gave him a soft smile. "Its gonna be great. You're gonna do great, Dave." 


The redhead gave a nervous smile as he picked up the bottle of lube. Using his right index finger, Dave 
breached Roger, who hissed and moaned, spreading his thighs farther apart. 


"Okay?" 
"Hell, yeah. So okay!" 
Dave laughed softly as he pumped his finger in and out. 


Finally, Dave rolled the condom onto himself and pulled Roger's hips into the air. He knelt between the blonde's 
legs and guided himself into Roger. The younger man dipped his back and threw his head back. 


"Fuck!" He sighed, pulling himself up on his hands and arching into Dave. 

Dave grabbed a handful of that cornsilk hair and pulled back as he thrust deeper into Roger. His other hand 
was planted in the small of Roger's back and he pushed down, his thumb placed between Roger's cheeks, 
pressing close to his stretched opening. Dave's cock slid easily in and out, the lube spreading nicely along his 
shaft. 


Roger mewled and moaned, writhing against Dave and the redhead had to pull out of him. 


"What? What's wrong?" Roger pouted over his shoulder. 


"You keep doing that, this will be over very, very soon" Dave admitted. 

"Let's switch it up, then. How about you lay down on your back?" 

Dave grinned as he did as he was asked. He took Roger's hand and helped the younger man straddle him. Roger 
placed his other hand on Dave's chest and then lowered himself on Dave, who gazed up at the blonde. He 
wrapped his hands around Roger's hips and held him tightly as Roger rose up a little and then slammed himself 
back down. 

Dave could feel his orgasm slowly starting to churn deep down inside of him. It started with a painful tingle 
that made him gasp. And every time Roger bounced on top of him, it grew closer to the surface. The noises 
Roger made didn't help to quell the fire any, either. He mewled and moaned and purred Dave's name. 

"Roger, Roger, fuck. | can't." Dave groaned and shuddered. 


‘Its okay, baby. Yeah, come on, let go." Roger coaxed Dave as he reached for his own dick 


He slowed his bouncing and, instead, just rolled his rips while he jerked himself off. Dave closed his fist around 
Roger's and stroked with him. 


"Come on me. | want to feel your warm come all over me.” Dave told him. 

Together, they grunted each other's names, each time a pang of guilt shot through Dave. He peaked yelling a 
false name, pumping his hot seed into the condom, inside of Roger, who collapsed against Dave's chest, his own 
come sticky between them. The blonde continued to pant and purr, repeating Dave's name, lips pressed to 
Dave's neck. The redhead wrapped his arms around Roger and held him close. 


‘lm sorry. l'm so sorry. So fucking sorry." Dave mumbled, fighting back his emotions. 


"Hey," Roger lifted his head to look at Dave's face. "What are you sorry for? | happened to really like it” He 


traced a fingertip down Dave's nose. 

"Just... for everything," 

"Don't apologize. You're basically my entire world, you know? Means a lot to me." 

Dave sighed. 

After they showered together where Roger tenderly washed Dave's body, Dave took Roger back into his arms 


as they settled in bed. As Roger snuggled down and gave a yawn, Dave stared into the dark. He was terrified 
by the thought of having to say goodbye to this beautiful man in his arms. 


Your Name Is Taylor Hawkins 


There was yelling coming from downstairs. Dave was jolted awake by Sarah's barking. Beside him, Roger groaned 


and gripped Dave tighter. 


“Something's happening downstairs, Roger. Stay here. Me and Sarah will go check it out" Dave slid from the bed 
and pulled on his pajama bottoms. 


He quietly padded down the stairs to find Alejandra and Tico arguing. Behind his business manager stood an 


older woman and two men, one older and one a little younger than Dave. 

"There! There you arel Tell these people where he is!" 

Dave's heart skipped a beat. "What is going on? What is the screaming about? Who are these people?" 
"This is Taylor's family. You know, Taylor? The man you've been lying tol" 


"What?" 


"You've been lying to him! | know you havel All so you could get him into bed, right? You're disgusting!” 
Alejandra screamed at Dave. 


Everything went quiet then and all Dave heard was a small, low voice. "Dave?" 


He swung around to find Roger at the top of the steps looking down at him with a confused expression on his 


face. 
"Is it true? My name is Taylor?" He took one step at a time until he was face to face with Dave. 
The yelling started again but Dave had no idea what was being said. 


"Is it, Dave?" Roger asked again. "Dave?" He continued to say his name, searching the redhead's face with large 


confused eyes. "Dave? Is it true, Dave?" 

Suddenly, there were hands on Dave's shoulders, squeezing and trying to shake him. 
"Dave?!" 

With a long, loud gasp, he awoke to find Roger's face hovering over his. 


"Good morning, sleeping beauty. You were really out. You were mumbling something but must have been in a 


deep sleep. You okay?" Roger asked before giving Dave a quick kiss. 


"Roger." Dave groaned. He reached up and gently pushed the other man away. 

Dave sat up. His mind was in utter turmoil. Tell him and watch him walk away or continue living the lie, each 
day knowing it was growing bigger and bigger and the fallout would be messier and messier. But he'd have the 
blonde man in his bed and in his arms, abating Dave's loneliness. He did one man wrong in his life and it cost 
him everything. He wasn't going to make that same mistake again. 

He stood and, forgetting about putting clothes on, Dave crossed the room to the dresser. Roger curiously 
watched him. Sarah's eyes on him as well. Dave pulled the phone and wallet out, taking one last deep breath. 
Dave returned to the bed and sat on the edge. 

"Come here. There's something | have to do." 


When Roger sat beside him, Dave gently put the items in Roger's hands. 


"The phone works. Your name is Taylor Hawkins. | lied to you. I'm sorry." His voice was barely a whisper when 


he finished, unable to meet Taylor's stare. 


For a long time, Taylor remained motionless, merely staring at the side of Dave's face. Finally, he looked down 


at his phone and wallet. 

Before turning the phone on or looking into the wallet, he spoke up, "Did you lie because you needed me?" 
The redhead nodded. 

‘Is that why you said l'd hate you?" 

Again, Dave nodded. 

Taylor was finding his voice. "And why you apologized like ten times for fucking me?" He asked loudly. 
"Roger, you have to believe | meant it! l'm so, so sorry!" Dave finally looked at Taylor's face. 

‘Its Taylor. Remember? Because | sure fucking don't!" 


Taylor turned the phone on. While it was loading up, he opened his wallet to find his driver's license. The photo 


on it was him, all right, but the name said Oliver. 
"This says Oliver, not Taylor." He threw the license at Dave and stood up, hands on his hips. 


"Taylor's your middle name. That's what you go by." 


"How do you know that?" 


"Because | know who you are. You're a musician in a band. Your face has been all over the news. They're 


looking for you" 

Taylor raked his finger's through his hair and muttered, "Jesus fucking Christ, Dave. 

"Im sorry. tm so - * 

"Sorry! | know. | get it. You're fucking sorry" Taylor screamed at the redhead 'I gotta get out of here. 


Dave sat on the bed, fighting back tears and biting his lip, watching the naked blonde man stomp around the 
room. Taylor snatched the phone up from the bed beside Dave before he left the room, slamming the door. 


Sarah whined and stood up, giving Dave a look 

"| know. | fucked everything up real bad 

The dog went to the door and pawed it, waiting for Dave to open it and let her out: 

Taylor scrolled through the phone's recent calls and let it dial the last person that called him. A guy named 
Tim. He waited for Tim to answer while he yanked on some clothes. Clothing that Dave had bought for him. Tim 


answered, screaming Taylor's name, talking a mile a minute, asking where he was and if he was okay. 
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"l'm fine, man. Just come and get me. As fast as you can get out here. A farm called Walking Beam Ranch in 


Santa Paula" 
Dave quickly dressed and followed Taylor down the stairs and out the door. 
"Please don't leave like this, Taylor’ 

"Like what? Lied to and betrayed and made a fool of?" 

"Please don't be angry with mel" 

"Im pissed at youl" The blonde screamed back 

"| can drive you to the address on your license" Dave offered 

"That's what you should have done in the very beginning! 


"| know." Dave let his head fall forward so his hair hid his face. 


Taylor's heart was breaking but he refused to acknowledge it. Refused to feel any sympathy for the man who 
had lied to him. For good meansure, he opened his wallet and took out what little cash was in it and threw it at 
Dave. 

"For your trouble." 


"Oh, Taylor. No. Don't do that" 


People began to gather around them, attracted by the yelling. Tico gave a sad shake to his head while 


Alejandra stood with her arms crossed over her chest. Her stare was angry and cold. 


"| trusted youl" He yelled at Dave. His voice cracked and he sniffled, rubbing the back of his hand across his 


nose. 


He spun around and started walking down the driveway, toward the gate. Sarah whined and started to follow 
him. 


"Sarah, come back here!" Dave called. 

The dog paused only long enough to look back at her master. She turned back and continued to follow Taylor. 
At the gate, Taylor sat down in the grass. He pulled his knees to his chest and wrapped his arms around them. 
Hiding his face, he finally broke down and cried. He was still lost. All he had was his name, address, and a few 
peoples’ phone numbers. The one man he trusted, the one man he called his entire world less than twelve 
hours before, had betrayed him. Sarah sat down beside Taylor and gave his hand a lick. Without looking up, 
Taylor moved to wind his arms around the dog and sob into her fur. 

"Go apologize to him!" Alejandra scolded Dave. 

| have. | did. He doesn't want to hear it and | don't blame him." Dave turned back toward the house. 

He sunk down onto a stool in the kitchen Alejandra followed. 

"What you did was unthinkable!” 

"| know." 

"Why?! Why would you lie to him like that?" 

"Please, Alejandra. | don't want to talk about it." 


"You are lonely.” 


Dave didn't respond. 


"You thought he might keep you company. You like him" 

"| dont know him" 

"So? | saw the way you look at him. And the way he looked at you" 
"Doesn't matter. He'll never forgive me. Not after last night! 

She gasped. "Did you and he.?" 


The redhead slid off the stool and slowly made his way upstairs but he could only stand in his bedroom door, 
staring at the bed. 


Tim pulled his truck up and called Taylor's name. The blonde stood and cautiously approached. 


"Got amnesia or something. | don't really remember you except that you were the last person | talked to on 


this phone before the earthquake." 
"Come on, get in. I'll take you home. Where's your bike?" 
"Leaving it. Doesn't matter. It was wrecked." 


Sarah barked as Taylor started to climb into the truck. 


‘Sarah, go home!" Taylor looked up the driveway and saw just the rooftops of the house and barn. "Go back to 
Dave. He needs you." Taylor wistfully said. "He needs you." 


"Who's Dave?" Tim asked. 


Taylor was quick to reply. "Uh, nobody. Just the guy who owns the place.’ 


Only Torturing Yourself 


Author's Notes: 
Trigger warning for abuse and non-con, 


They drove in silence for a long time. Taylor watched out the window as the cute, quaint town of Santa Paula 
disappeared only to be replaced by a vast, busy freeway, and finally the hills beyond LA. He could feel the 
difference in the air. He could smell the difference and he immediately thought of the way the lemon trees 
smelled. Followed closely by the way Dave's skin smelled. Shaking that thought from his head, he looked at Tim. 
"Hey, um, are you and | ..2" He waggled an index finger between Tim and himself. 

"What? No. No!" Tim howled with laughter. 

"Am | with anybody?" 


"You putting me on or you really can't remember?" Tim asked as he pulled the truck up to a gate. He punched 


in a passcode and the gate slowly creaked open 

"I really can't remember. There are no photos in this wallet except of me and a dog." 

Before Tim moved the truck, he reached across and squeezed Taylor's shoulder. "Listen, T, are you sure you 
want to go home? How about we go to my place for a little while or | can take you straight to the ER to get 


your head checked" 


"What? Yeah, man. | want to go home. | want to try to start remembering my life." And forgetting about him, 
Taylor thought. 


Tim grimaced and shook his head regretfully. "All right, man. | really wished you remembered this." 


Tim pulled the truck into the driveway of a beautiful, large, white mansion. Taylor's eyes widened as he looked 


the place over. 
His mouth fell open and he whispered, "This is where | live?" 


An older man stepped out onto the stoop. He was dressed in a burgundy robe, pajama pants and slippers, 
holding a small white dog. He had white hair and large, liquidy blue eyes. 


"Who's that?" 


"That's Roger." Tim flatly said. The disdain in his voice was hardly disguised. "Your partner." 
Taylor's head whipped around. “Roger Taylor?" 
"Yeah. How'd you remember that?" 


"| don't know! | guess because we love each other!" Taylor gleefully exclaimed, loving the fact that he 


remembered his lover's name after the fall. He threw the door open. 
"Hey, T! Taylor, wait - " Tim tried to stop him. 


The blonde was already out the door and bounding up to Roger, ready to fling himself at the older man. Instead 


he received a slap across the face. 


"Do you have any idea the inconvenience this little stunt of yours has caused me?" Roger spat at him as 


Taylor reeled. He turned on his heel and entered the house. 
Tim jumped from the truck and raced to Taylor's side. He clutched the blonde's arm. 


Taylor looked at Tim with fear and confusion in his large, caramel eyes. "| don't understand. Why did he do 
that?" 


"I should have just told you, T. I'm sorry. He's, uh, he's not that nice to you, actually. Do you want to come 


with me now?" 

A flush of embarrassment spread across Taylor's cheeks. He shook his head. 
"You want to go in there?" 

‘Its my home, you said" 

"All right, but you call me if you want me to come back here. Promise?" 
The blonde nodded and gave a weak smile. "Thanks." 


At least someone was happy to see Taylor again. A large vizsla dog ran up to him and jumped at his chest. 
Taylor laughed and gave the dog's head a rub. 


"What's his name?" He happily asked before remembering what Tim told him about Roger. 


"How the fuck should | know? He's your beast, not mine. This is Delilah. She is mine. Now, since you are home, 


you can get back to work" 


"Um, okay. Doing what?" Taylor made the dog get down and then noticed its tag. "Luka" 

"Everything you used to do, obviously!" Roger stormed. 

"But | don't remember, Roger." He tried to reason with the older man. 

Roger rolled his eyes. "Of course not. How convenient for you. | have to do everything because you're too 
fucking incompetent. | swear | don't know why | keep you around. So fucking what if you're a good fuck. Asses 
like yours are a dime a fucking dozen. Right, Taylor?" 

The younger man looked at him, confusion and heartache riddled his face. 

Roger swung a backhand and caught him right in the jaw. "I said, right, Taylor?" 


Taylor stumbled and his hand flew to his cheek. 


"The kitchen floor hasn't been swept or mopped since you left. The back yard needs mowing and the pool needs 


vacuuming. Once you have finished that, return to the basement." 
"What?" He couldn't believe what he was hearing. 
"Don't fucking sass me, boy. You heard me." 


In the basement of the house, Taylor found a dingy, rickety bed against one wall. His heart broke as he 
shuffled toward it, suddenly feeling so exhausted that even this bed looked good to him. He thought about Dave 
and Sarah and how warm and welcoming that home was. How warm and welcoming Dave's bed was. He should 


have listened to Tim. 


Sarah spent the entire day and most of the evening laying in the grass beside the gate, waiting for Taylor to 
return. Dave had to go fetch her with a leash. She glared at him but let herself be clipped and led back to the 


house. 
‘lm sorry.” Dave told her. "I'm so sorry, Sarah. You must hate me for what | did to him." 


As he spoke and tears spilled over and his voice cracked, Sarah stepped in closer to him and pushed her nose 
against his hand. Dave sniffled, swallowed, and shook his head, trying to convince himself that he would fine. He 


would be just fine. 


At bedtime, however, Dave hurried through his room, grabbing his pajamas and then went to one of the other 
guestrooms. He couldn't sleep in his bed and he couldn't sleep in Taylor's bed. So Dave climbed into a strange, 
cold bed in a room he rarely visited and tried to fall asleep. Sarah took mercy on him and jumped onto the bed, 


snuggling up against him. Dave buried his face in her fur and let out a pained wail. 


Every day was a little better than the one before. Tico got rid of the wrecked bicycle but not before Dave 


wrenched off one of the gears to hold onto. 


‘Only torturing yourself, boss." It was the one and only time that Tico acknowledged that he knew what Dave 
was going through. And then it was back to the business of the farm. 


Alejandra had been monitoring the drought and it didn't look good. For every day that it didn’t rain, she 
calculated that the farm was losing roughly a thousand dollars. And what frustrated her is that she could not 


make Dave care. 


Taylor had been hauled upstairs by his hair. He was thrown on Roger's king sized bed and his pants, the ones 
Dave had bought for him, were yanked down. Every time he yelped or screamed or struggled, he was punched 
or smacked. After a while, he merely pushed his tear-streaked face into the bed and pulled up memories of 


his night with Dave. Sweet, gentle Dave, who lied to him and broke his heart. 


As he was being shoved out of the large, posh bedroom, pulling his pants back up over his sore body, the TV 
in the corner caught his eye. A brief story about area farms and wineries suffering due to the drought. 


Luka quietly accompanied Taylor back downstairs and allowed the man to wrap his arms around his warm, 


furry body and sob until he fell asleep. 


Be Good To Someone 


"Taylor? TAYLOR!" 
He groaned and rolled over on the rickety old bed. "Luka, go bite him!" 
"Get up here and make something to eat! I'm hungry!" 


He shuffled up the stairs, rubbing the parts of his body that were still sore. Roger stood at the top of the 
stairs, tiny, yapping dog under one arm. He glared at Taylor. 


"Sometime today would be nice!" 
"I'm sorry." The blonde muttered. "What would you like?" 
"What do | normally like for breakfast?" Was the snappy reply. 


The younger man felt his throat tighten, afraid to tell Roger, again, that he didn't remember. Tears of 
frustration stung his eyes. 


"Oh, right. You don't remember." The older man spun around. "Forget it. I'll just make it myself!" 

‘lm hungry, too. I'll be happy to cook for you, Roger, if you simply tell me what to do." 

"You're hungry, too?!" Roger sneered. With haste and a lot of clatter, Roger began pulling pots and pans from 
cabinets and banging them on the cooktop. He pulled eggs and bacon and other ingredients from the 
refrigerator. "Omelets. Now." 

Tentatively, Taylor approached the kitchen island. He could do omelets. Eggs, cheese, vegetables. No problem. 
When he proudly served Roger what Taylor thought was a pretty decent omelet and some bacon, the older 


man grunted and took the plate from Taylor's hand without a single thank you. 


Once the kitchen was cleaned up again, Taylor snuck away, back downstairs and sat on the bed. Luka sat down 


between his feet, nudging his head into Taylor's hand. 


"Thanks for being here, boy. You remember me but | don't remember you and that makes me so sad. We have 


to do something to get out of here, don't we?" 


The dog wagged his tail and looked up at Taylor's face. Taylor smiled and stroked the dog's head. Taylor's phone 
buzzed from the floor where it sat, plugged in and charging. Tim sent him a text asking if he was okay. 


"Fine, Tim." Taylor typed back. "Can we meet for coffee or a drink or something? Need to talk" 


"Can you meet me in an hour?" 
Taylor smiled. "Yeah. Give me an address and I'll make sure l'm there." 


He crept back up the stairs, hoping to find a bathroom with a shower before he was detected. The house was 
quiet. Maybe Roger and his yappy dog, Delilah, went back to bed or something. Slowly, Taylor tiptoed up another 
staircase and found a guest bathroom at the top of the stairs. As quicky as he could, he climbed into the 
shower and, reaching for the shampoo bottle, Taylor was struck with a memory. He froze as images of his 
shopping trip with Dave flashed through his mind. And then his brain seemed to work backward from the 
moment in the store when he and Dave picked up toiletries to riding in the truck with him through the tiny 
town to hearing that song on the radio. That song! Taylor almost slipped and fell when something clicked over in 
his head. There was a reason he knew that song was familiar. He fucking played that song! Taylor was the 
drummer of the band that played that song! Hurrying to scrub the rest of his body, Taylor jumped from the 
shower, haphazardly tried himself off and ran back down into the basement. He found the wallet that Dave had 
given back to him and nearly cried from laughing so hard. He grabbed his phone and Googled his own name. 


"Holy fucking shit, Luka!" 

The dog barked once and wagged his tail 

The address Tim gave him was a dimly lit afternoon bar downtown. Taylor walked in with Luka on his lead. This 
was LA after all, even the seediest bars let people bring their dogs in. Tim was already there, dropping 


quarters into an old juke box. 


"Tim! Tim, | figured it out! | know who | am!" The blonde man announced, causing a couple heads to pick up and 


stare at him. 


"That's good but keep your fucking voice down. Come here." Tim pulled him into a booth when something on the 


television suspending in the corner of the bar caught Taylor's attention 

He stood staring at the TV while Tim was pawing at him, trying to get him to sit down. 

"Taylor, sit down" 

"Wait. I'm watching this story about the drought again. It says a lot of farms are losing their crops." 


"Tell me about it. | need to wash my car and my wife is all, ‘but you can't, the drought!" Time replied, rolling 


his eyes. 


Taylor frowned. "Who cares about the damn car? People are losing their livelihoods, Tim." He was thinking about 


one person in particular, one farm in particular. 


The television flashed phone numbers and websites that were accepting pledges for relief. Taylor quickly got an 
idea. He finally slid into the booth. Luka obediently lay down on the floor under the table. 


"Tim, | figured out who | am. l'm in a band, right?" 
"Yeah, play drums.” 

"Cool. | got some money, right?" 

"Um, | think ‘some’ is a bit of understatement” 
"Cool. Good" 


"What's going on, T?" 


Alejandra was up to her eyeballs in bills and unfulfilled orders. It was hopeless. They were going to lose this 


season's crops and nothing she did would change that. Nor make Dave care about it. 


He had ridden out to where he had found Taylor and merely sat atop Ben and stared at the ground where the 
blonde man had lay. After a long moment, he pulled his phone from his pocket. 


"David? IF's me" 

"Dave? Wow, um, good to hear from you. How are you" 
"Gonna lose the farm cause of this drought" 

"Oh! Oh, no. Are you sure? It can't be that bad, can if?" 


"Might. Thing is, | can't care. | mean | should care and | want to care but." He trailed off, suddenly not wanting 


to cop to the real reason he was calling 

"But what?" 

Dave sighed and squeezed his eyes closed. "Do you think | could do it right this time?" 
"Do what right?" 

"Um, you know. Be good to someone?" 


There was a choking sound and then a long pause before David asked, "Is there a someone?" 


Finally, Dave told David the entire story of Taylor. "And then he left and Sarah thinks about him every day and 


misses him so bad. All she does, David, is mope around, whining." 
"Sounds like Sarah fell in love." 


"| think she did, too.” 


Who Would Choose Me? 


‘Oh, my God! My God, yes! Fucking shit, yeah!" Alejandra could be heard across the farm, screaming and 
laughing. 


Tico ran up the stairs and burst through the door of the office. "What the hell are you screaming about up 


here?" 


"Tico! Tico, its a damn miracle!" She pointed at the screen of her laptop. "Someone just sent an email asking if 
we would consider an investor. Someone wants to invest a million dollars into the farm for a fifteen percent 


share! Do you know what this means?" She was so excited that she grabbed the man and kissed his cheek. 
"Boss'll never say yes.” Tico grunted and pulled away. 


"What do you mean he won't say yes? He doesn't have a fucking choice! He will lose this damn place if he 
doesn't agree to this and | will not let that happen!" 


Dear Taylor, 


| have no right to invade your life like this and | apologize. Im also going to attempt to apologize to you for what | 
dd You can choose fo delete this, if youve even made this far. 


You see, / was lonely. | was so damn lonely. You know about my break up with my former partner. You know | told 
you | was a complete asshole to him and I dont blame him for leaving. Just like | don’t blame you | never can seem 
to get things right when I fall in love. Even this farm. | love it from the very depths of my soul and Im on the 
verge of losing it as well. The happiest days | had here were the days you were with us 


All my life, ve been in a natural defensive stance, trying to be normal, trying fo live a normal life. But Im not 
normal. lm damaged and most people know that even without me wanting them to know it and so | spend my life 
defending myself from them. It was that natural inclination to defend that drove David away. | wanted to own him 
without giving him enough of myself. | made the same mistake with you. | wanted fo own you, keep you, without 
giving you the truth and the freedom to choose me. Because, after all, who would choose me? 


| made terrible mistakes with you that you will have to endure the rest of your life and an apology is not nearly 
enough. Im not stupid enough fo ask you to forgive me but think of the dog, Taylor. Sarah is heartbroken and | 
know it would do her good to know that you're okay and you're happy. 


Sincerely, 


Dave 


Taylor read the email while lying on his cot in the dark basement. He had to sit up and wipe the tears from his 
eyes. "Stupid bastard" He muttered, even as his lips twitched with a little grin But if Dave knew he was behind 
the investment, he didn't let on. 


He had been sneaking some of his belongings out of the house every time Roger left. Tim had been storing 
them for him. Taylor was going to get out and rebuild his life. Ironically, the few days he lived as Roger Taylor 
were better than anything he could remember as Taylor Hawkins, which wasn't much. And he wanted to 


change that. 
As he was unloading things into Tim's garage, he asked his friend, "Why did | stay there so long?" 
"Beats me, pal. Guess you thought that was love." 


Love. Love was a fucked up thing, Taylor thought. He hadn't known Dave a full week but at the mention of love, 
it was Dave's face he saw. It was Dave's use of the word in his email that Taylor remembered. It was Dave's 
gentle hands on his body that he felt. Dave's generosity and care, Dave's smile and his laugh. It was Dave's kiss 
that made Taylor raise fingers to his lips. 


Dave fidgeted. Alejandra made him put on a suit, something he hadn't done in years. She sat beside him at the 
thick, tempered glass conference table at their accountant's office. She and their accountant, Barbara, had 
worked to compile the farm's numbers over the last year. If they hit their growth target for the next year, 
the investor's fifteen percent would net him or her a $213,000 return. The year after that, they hoped for a 
[2% increase. And the year after, 25%. It was a narrow profit margin but, hopefully, this investor's heart was 


as big as his or her wallet. 


On the other side of the door, Taylor fidgeted. He didn't mind putting a suit on He was nervous about revealing 


that he was the one who wanted in on the farm. In more ways than one. 


His lawyer stood beside him, briefcase in hand. "Sure you want to do this? Its not too late. You can leave and 


we can settle the deal as an anonymous investor." 

| don't think he would trust an anonymous investor." 

"But he'll trust you?" 

The blonde nodded. "| think so." Then, to himself, "I hope so." 


Dave's head snapped up when he heard the door handle being turned. An older bald man in an expensive suit 


entered, giving them a smile and nod. And then a familiar face walked in, eyes narrowed on Dave. 


"Rog - er, um, Taylor?" Dave stood, his eyes were wide and his mouth was hanging open. "What..." 


Its me, Dave. l'm the one who wants in on your farm," Taylor gave a nervous chuckle, lowering his eyes. "if 


you'll have me. You saved my life that day up in the hills. | owe you" 
Alejandra's look of shock slowly melted into a soft smile. 

Dave turned to look at her. "Did you know?" 

She shook her head 

"Nobody knew, Dave. | know that you said in your email - yes, | read it all - that your natural response to 
things is defensiveness. lm here to beg, if | have to. Please don't lose that farm. You love it. You said your 


best days there were the ones when | was there, too. Dave, my best days for as long as | can remember," He 


gave another little chuckle, "which isn't that long, were when | was there. Please let me help." 


Moderation 


Dave sat, open mouthed, staring at Taylor. 
Alejandra hissed at him. "Say yes!" 

He blinked several times and finally turned his attention to the woman on his left 
"Say yes," she repeated 

"uh." 


"Maybe we should give them a minute." Alejandra quickly stood and gestured for everybody but Dave and 


Taylor to leave the room. 

Taylor quickly slid into her vacated chair and pulled it a little closer to Dave. He reached for the redhead's 
hand. "Please don't beat yourself up any more. | was angry, yes. You deceived me. But, in a way, you helped me. 
| thought that | would be going home to open arms. To someone who loved and missed me, who spent every 
waking breath looking for me. | thought you were keeping me from that." 

Dave nodded and lowered his head. "| was." 

Taylor slipped a finger under Dave's chin and lifted. He gazed into Dave's sad, amber eyes. "You weren't" 

Dave's mouth twitched in a sad smile. "So there was, uh, so there wasn't someone .. um, you're single?" 

Taylor smiled and nodded. "I am now." 

"What does that mean?" 

He squeezed Dave's hand. "You gonna let me help you or what?" Then Taylor stood and went to the window. 
With his hands in his pockets, he gazed out at the gorgeous Los Angeles skyline, the sun twinkling off the glass 
and steel buildings. Dave remained quiet so Taylor went on, "Do you know what | liked the most about my time 
at the farm?" 


"| hoped it was me." 


Taylor swung around and gave Dave a warm laugh. "Okay, do you know what | liked second most? The sunshine. 


But it's funny, right? That's the thing that's hurt the farm the most. Everything in moderation, | guess." 


"| guess." Dave off-handedly said as he loosened his tie and unbuttoned his shirt. 


"So." Taylor stood before him, sun from the window framing his blonde hair. His hands were still stuffed in his 
pockets. 


"So." Dave repeated as he gazed at Taylor. 

"Stop being stubborn | want to help. You need the help." 

"Taylor, | .." Dave began. He shifted in the chair. 

Taylor dropped to his knees beside the chair. He clutched Dave's arm in both of his hands. "Dave, please." He 
moved his hands to Dave's chest. "Please." Finally, his hands found Dave's face. He held it and pulled himself up, 
searching Dave's eyes. "Remember me?" He whispered before touching his lips to the other man's. 


Dave moved back. "Taylor," He sighed. 


"Why are you making me work so hard here? | thought," Taylor dropped his head. "I thought you wanted to see 


me again." 


"I do. | do. It's just," Dave raked a hand through his hair. "Don't you remember those things | told you about 


what a terrible person | am?" 

T 

"How can you say that after what | did to you?" 

"You saved my life and took me in You were gentle and kind to me. We spent an amazing night together: 
Dave groaned, the memory of that night was almost too much to bear. 

Taylor stood and turned to keep Dave from seeing how hurt he was. "At least take the fucking money, Dave.” 


| bought the farm and removed myself from most people because all | do is hurt them." Dave blurted out as 


he stared at Taylor's back. 

Taylor turned and gazed at him. 

"And it was going good. The farm was going great. | was doing good. Did you know | could call him and talk to 
him like we were old friends? And then you came along and fucked it all up. Made me realize how isolated and 
lonely | was. You say the sun shines on the farm? | never noticed it until the day | met you." 


Taylor smiled. 


"I think you love the place more than me so it would be selfish of me to refuse your offer.” 


Taylor's smile widened, 
"And | hope you'll come and visit as often as you can" Dave said with a smile. 
The documentation was signed and completed. The money was wired into the farm's accounts. Alejandra was 


happy about that, but more happy about the way Dave and Taylor were giving each other little smiles and 


glances. 


Taylor stood in front of Tim's garage, arms folded across his chest, sunglasses on. "What the hell am | doing to 


do with all of this?" 

‘Oh, come on, surely there's room for it all at the farm." 

He dropped his arms to his sides. "Oh, ha ha" 

"What? You're not going to move right in? You are part owner now." 

"No! | was hoping to crash on your couch for a little while, maybe we'll date or something." 

Tim laughed. 

Taylor swung around. "I'm not just going to shack up with him, Tim. Don't you think | learned my lesson?" 


"He's not like Roger. That's what you keep saying. Why don't you just find yourself a rental for the time 


being?" 

"And move all this shit twice?" 

Tim laughed, "So you admit it!" Then went quiet for a moment. "What about Roger?" 
"What about him?" 

"Surprised we haven't heard from him." 

"| don't see why. Maids, cooks, and pool cleaners are a dime a dozen" 


Taylor's phone buzzed in his pocket. He drew it out and read the incoming text. A little grin formed on his lips 
and, again, Tim laughed. 


"Shut up." Taylor muttered and turned to walk down the street a little. He typed a message back. 


Dave sat in the office with Alejandra and Tico. They were researching better irrigation options while he was 
sitting on the other side of the desk with his feet up on the corner of it. He had his phone out and was typing 
away on it, a little grin on his lips. 

"Hey, what the fuck you doing over there, boss?" 

Alejandra smirked. "He's texting his boyfriend." 

"He's not my boyfriend” Dave retorted even as he typed, "When can | see you again?" 

"Ask me to come out for dinner.” was the response. 

"You can come out anytime." 

| want to be asked." 

Dave grinned again. "Will you come out to have dinner with me tonight?" 

"What time?" 

"Seven" 


"See you then!" 


Dave put his phone away. He stood up and said, "If you guys find a better system, go ahead and do it. I've got 
to go start dinner." 


"Cool, what you making us, boss?" 
"You wish." Dave turned to leave. "Oh, and thank you both. Thank you." 


In the house, Sarah flopped down on her bed in the corner of the kitchen and curiously watched Dave. He 


practically floated around as he took ingredients from the refrigerator. 
"What should | make, Sarah?" 
She tilted her head. 


"You're right. Lemon chicken over a bed of fresh pasta. Perfect." 


Taylor dressed in a pair of olive green cargo pants and a loose t-shirt and his flip-flops. He was making his 
way through Tim's house when he was stopped by Tim's wife. 


"That's what you're wearing?" 

"What's wrong with it?" 

"You look like a bum. You're going on a date!" 

"He doesn't expect me to show up in a tuxedo. l'm fine." 
"Could you brush your hair, at least?" 


"Tim! Your wifel" Taylor called as he opened the front door. "Don't wait up!" He winked and then whistled for 
Luka. 


"Now you're taking your dog on your date, too?" 


Tim had given Taylor a GPS and loaded the address of the ranch into it for him. Luka sat in the passenger seat 
of the truck, head out the window, happy as a clam. Taylor followed the directions, not realizing the ranch was 
so far north of LA. When he pulled up to the drive, Taylor stopped the truck and stared at the walking beam 
archway overhead. Flashes of memories came flooding back to him. Seeing Dave's face for the first time, 
meeting Sarah, riding in the truck to the store, having dinner on the patio and sitting in front of the fire, 
drinking wine. Taylor remembered the way Dave's hands felt on his body and the way his lips tasted. He 
remembered the look of utter heartbreak in Dave's eyes when he told Taylor the truth. The completely 
shattered man who stood and watched after Taylor as he walked away from him. Then Taylor remembered 
Dave sitting in that chair at the accountants office and loosening his tie. He grinned, then. New thoughts 
entered his head. Thoughts about the possible directions their future could take them. Together. Taylor eased 
his foot off the brake and onto the gas pedal. 


He parked the truck in front of the house and slid out. Luka followed and looked up at him. "Hope you like it 
here, buddy. There's a girl. She's kind of cute." 


Dave opened the door and stepped out onto the porch. Sarah followed and, upon seeing Taylor again, she whined 
and barked, wagging her tail. Luka gave a little growl and raised the hair on his back. 


"Luka!" Taylor gently scolded. "That's your new pal. Be nice." Taylor took a step toward Dave, a smile a thousand 
miles wide etched across his face. "Hey." 


"Hey," Dave replied, watching the dogs tentatively give each other of a sniff. He hitched a thumb toward the 


interior of the house and was about to invite them in when another car could be heard coming down the drive. 


"If that's Al or Tico, I'm gonna be pissed" 


It was Taylor who grew angry because he recognized that car and the pissed off Englishman who got out of it. 


| Remember 


Roger slammed the car door and stomped up the steps, reaching out and grabbing a handful of Taylor's hair. 


"Let's go. I've been very, very tolerant of your recent shenanigans but you've gone too far this time." 


Dave stepped between them, brow furrowed and a snarl on his lip. "He is my guest and this is my house. You 


should leave. Now!" 

"He's my fucking boyfriend!" 

"Not anymore, Roger." Taylor hissed, trying to wrench himself free from Roger's grasp. 
Dave wrapped a fist around Roger's arm and pulled it from Taylor's hair. 


Taylor stepped back and growled. "Let him go, Dave. Roger, leave! | may not remember a lot of things but | 


know | don't want to be around you anymore." 


"You fucking litte shit. You were nothing when | found you! Nothing!" Roger clawed against Dave and lunged for 
Taylor. 


The dogs growled and barked at Roger, the hair standing up on the back of their necks. 


"You didn't find me! | came crawling after you!" Taylor spat out and then started. He gasped and looked at Dave. 
‘| remember!" A tiny grin formed on his lips. "I fucking remember! | idolized you, Roger! And you turned out to 
be a big fucking asshole and | stayed because it was youl And | was," He paused as the memories flooded back, 
each one painful and devastating. "I didn't care what you did because | was with my idol. You picked me. But all 
you did was treat me like garbage. | don't want to be garbage anymore. You hear me! l'm done being your 


fucking piece of garbage!" 
Taylor stepped forward and shoved at Roger, sending him stumbling down the porch steps. 
"Get off my property before | call the fucking cops!" Dave shouted. 


Taylor shook as he watched Roger pick himself up and come at him again. This time Dave hauled off and 
caught him in the chin with a right hook. Roger spun around and fell to the ground again. He was slow to get 
up, but, holding his chin, he hurried back to his car. He glared at Taylor but dared say nothing. Dust and dirt 
kicked up from the sandy driveway as the Roger angrily sped off. It was only then that Taylor allowed himself 
to break down. He leaned toward Dave and fell against him. Dave wound his arms around the blonde and held 


him close, petting Taylor's hair. 


| remembered. He must have fucking jarred something loose. | remembered, Dave!" Taylor mumbled against 


Dave's chest, soaking his shirt with tears. 


‘Its okay. You're okay now. I've got you. He's gone." 
"He kept me and Luka down in the basement. | had to do everything around the house, his house." 


Dave sighed. "I'm so sorry, Taylor." He gently led the blonde inside, the dogs following. "Come and sit down. l'm 


almost done with dinner. Can | pour you a glass of wine?" 

Taylor smiled. "Thanks, | think | need one." 

Dave poured two glasses of white wine, setting one in front of Taylor. 

Luka and Sarah both squeezed into her bed in the corner, making Taylor laugh. 

"Looks like they're going to be fast friends. | hope you don't mind that | brought him." 

‘Not at all. Sarah needs a friend. She's been pretty lonely." Dave gave him a quick smile. 

"So has Luka. Tragically lonely." Replied Taylor, a smile also playing on his lips. 

They sat at a small round table in the corner of the kitchen and Dave served up his chicken dish. Taylor gave 
an appreciative moan as he savored Dave's cooking once more. He tried to be polite and make small talk but 
the truth was all he wanted to do was devour the delicious meal. 


‘I'm sorry," He blushed as he realized Dave was watching him make a pig of himself. 


"Nol" Dave seemed to be snapped out of his stare. "No, please. I'm just happy to see you enjoying it. You 


remember | don't get to cook for people very often" 

| do remember. Thank you for asking me to come out" 

They fell silent, each man getting lost in his thoughts for a moment. 

"Dave?" 

"Yes?" 

Taylor shifted uncomfortably in his chair. "| remembered some things about Roger." 
Dave picked up his wine glass and took a sip, waiting patiently for Taylor to continue. 


"He wasn't such a nice guy.” 


Dave nodded. 
The blonde looked as if he wanted to say more but closed his mouth and looked away. 


Deciding not to press him, Dave returned his attention to his food. Without looking up, he said, "Made dessert, 


too." 
Taylor smiled. Softly, he said, "You did? What is it?" 
Finally, Dave looked across the table. "Wait and see." 


After they were finished eating, Taylor had three servings plus dessert of chocolate cake, they cleaned up the 
kitchen together. He shivered as he finished drying the last plate. 


"IFs going on winter." Dave gently chided Taylor. "I'll get you a pair of socks and a shirt” 

"Dave, you don't have To ..” 

"Better than watching you shiver." He smiled. "Be right back" 

While Dave ran upstairs, Taylor wandered around the large living area of house with wine glass in hand. He 
looked at the photos and different art work on the walls before settling on the large, burgundy leather sofa in 
front of the fireplace. Taylor curled his feet underneath himself and took a sip of wine. 

Dave returned with a pair of heavy wool socks and a flannel shirt. 

"You know, if you started a fire, | might not need those." Taylor grinned. 

The redhead took the hint and immediately started the fireplace with the click of a button on a remote control, 
He settled onto the couch, stretching his legs out and propping his feet onto the coffee table. Taylor slowly 
leaned into his side. 

"Thank you." The blonde murmured. 

An arm came down around his shoulders and Taylor settled in against Dave's chest. For a long moment, neither 
of them spoke as they gazed into the fire. It was enough to merely feel each other's presence for the time 
being. Dave's fingers slowly stroked over Taylor's shoulder while the blonde slid an arm around Dave's stomach. 
Taylor nuzzled his face against Dave's shirt. 


"Never thought I'd see you again" Dave admitted in a low voice. "I don't deserve this, Taylor.” 


He lifted his head. "I didn't deserve all the things Roger was doing to me. This? You? | deserve it. I'm here 


because | want to be." 


Dave frowned. "What was he doing? Did he.. did he really hurt you?" 


Taylor's hazel eyes filled with sadness as he nodded. Very slowly, he pulled himself back from Dave. "He, uh, he, 
you know.." His eyes fell to studying the pattern on Dave's shirt. 


"Oh, Taylor." Dave groaned, wishing he'd known that before so he could have really made Roger pay for him. He 
gently stroked the other man's long hair, thinking about his own past. Could he become that man again? Could 
he hurt Taylor the same way Roger did? 

"And | stayed so long. | let him do it for so long." 


When the blonde pressed himself into Dave once more, Dave wrapped his other arm around him and pulled him 


tight. "It's okay. You're okay now. He won't do it ever again, | promise you that" 


Despite the heat from the fire, Taylor still shivered. Dave pulled down a soft, velvety chocolate throw blanket 
from the top of the couch and wrapped it around the other man, who gazed at him with a soft, hazy smile. 


"You're good to me" 
Dave returned the smile and tried to tuck Taylor back under his arm. 
"No, | want to ." 
"Want to what?" 


Taylor slowly moved to sit in Dave's lap, straddling his thighs, while he kept the blanket wrapped around 
himself. Dave held his breath as Taylor lowered his beautiful body onto him. 


"Do you believe in second chances, Dave?" 


As his large, roughened hands circled Taylor's waist, he nodded. "I've been waiting for this second chance for a 


long time." 


Taylor leaned in, wrapping his arms, and the blanket, around Dave. "Me, too," He murmured before letting his 
lips find Dave's. 


Their kiss was soft and light, Taylor pulling back to look into Dave's eyes. When the redhead smiled, Taylor 
grinned and went back for more. His fingers slid into Dave's hair as he pressed his mouth against the 
redhead's. Dave moaned against him, arms wrapping around Taylor and pulling him closer. They kissed and 
touched and purred, parting only when one needed a breath. When Taylor returned for more, he pressed his 


body down and rolled his hips against Dave, making him gasp. 


Dave tenderly moved Taylor to the couch, placing him on his back. Dave leaned over him as he moved on of 
Taylor's legs against the back of the couch. He settled between them before Taylor curled his long legs around 
Dave. The redhead slowly lowered his body against Taylor's, sliding an arm under the blonde's neck. 


"You're the most beautiful thing I've ever seen and | still can't believe you've come back to me." 


"This is where | belong. Whoever | was before doesn't matter. This is who | want to be now. This is where | 


want to be." 


He wrapped his arms around Dave's neck and pulled him into another long, deep kiss. Taylor whined softly and 
gave Dave his tongue. The redhead parted his lips and let his own tongue mingle with Taylor's, touching gently 
at first before sliding against it and hungrily lapping into Taylor's mouth. As the kisses grew heavier and more 
fervent, Dave's body began to rock against Taylor's. Taylor clung to Dave, moaning into the kiss, begging for 
more. And when Dave finally pulled back with a gasp for breath, the blonde sighed. 


Dave pulled up and peeled the blanket away from Taylor before tugging on the hem of his shirt. Taylor sat up 
just long enough to pull his shirt over his head. He flopped back against the couch again and tangled his hands 
in Dave's messy, curly hair when the redhead lowered his mouth to Taylor's neck. Carefully, so as not to miss 
one square centimeter of Taylor's gorgeous bronzed skin, Dave kissed and licked his way down He paused at 
the soft cleft of Taylor's chest to press wet, open-mouthed kisses there before moving to the nipple. Taylor 
hissed and arched from the couch, his hands tightening their grip in Dave's hair. Dave moved to the other 
nipple and even gave it a little nibble before continuing on to Taylor's stomach. Dave could spend a year and a 
day worshiping the toned, smooth ripples of muscle. He licked and kissed and dragged an open mouth along 
Taylor's flank and then dipped the tip of his tongue into Taylor's navel. From there, he let his tongue lap at and 
play with the faint trail of hair that led into Taylor's obscenely low waistband. 


Dave paused, glancing up. When Taylor bit his lip and gave a short nod, the redhead popped the button on 
Taylor's pants. He pulled them down, off of Taylor's hips, revealing the blonde's achingly hard cock. He hesitated 
once more, seeking Taylor's approval. Again, Taylor gave a nod. Every step that Dave took, he paused to allow 
Taylor to choose whether he continued or not. And every time, Taylor gave his approval. Dave took him into 
his mouth and sucked slowly and gently at first. Taylor's hands frantically tried to urge Dave to suck faster, 


but the redhead was determined to give Taylor a long, slow burn. 


Softly, barely there whispers tumbled from the blonde's mouth as he writhed and arched. Dave moved his 
plump, wet lips down Taylor's cock with an achingly slow tempo. He lavished it with long, wet kisses. The tip of 
Dave's tongue dipped into the slit and lapped at Taylor's pre-come. He paused to swallow it down before dipping 
low and sucking one of Taylor's balls into his mouth. Above him, Taylor howled. Two long legs wrapped around 
Dave's back and tightened. he returned his mouth to Taylor's cock and took him deep, all the way down to the 
base and held it there. Taylor's hips rocked, thrusting himself upward, into Dave's throat. Dave reached up and 
pinched a nipple between his thumb and forefinger, rolling against his callused skin Taylor bucked and howled 
Dave's name but Dave wanted to draw this out so he slowly receded and took up feathering kisses along the 


inside of Taylor's thigh. 


"Fucking tease" Taylor murmured. 
"We have all night, don't we? | mean, unless you planned on going back to LA’ 
"You know | didnt 

"Then relax and enjoy it, baby," 


Dave smirked as he lowered his head again. He had figured out just what made the other man scream with 
pleasure and he took Taylor there and back again several times before finally giving in. Dave stroked a tight 
fist up and down Taylor's dick while he sucked only the head, sucking it hard and flicking his tongue over it. He 
could feel the blonde's hard body tighten, could hear Taylor's breath growing shallow. He removed his hand and 
took Taylor deep into his throat. The blonde's fists tightened in Dave's hair as he threw his head back against 
the arm of the couch. He screamed Dave's name so loud that the dog's stood up and whined. His come 


splattered against the back of Dave's throat as his back arched up off the couch. 


Ever so carefully, Dave pulled off and swallowed. Taylor melted into the cushion and gave a long sigh. As he 


was still coming down, Taylor was scooped into the redhead's arms and swiftly carried upstairs. 


We're Gonna Be Fine 


He heard the birds singing outside, heard Benny's soft neighing and the clomp of the horse's hooves in the dirt. 
It was a new day. It was the dawn of a new chapter. There was a sweet, beautiful, naked blonde in his arms, 
sleeping so peacefully against his chest. Dave pressed tiny kisses along Taylor's hairline and very gently began 
to stroke his fingertips up and down his bare back. Dave purred softly when he felt the smaller man begin to 
stir. 


"Good morning, beautiful" He murmured. 

Taylor groaned and stretched, winding his arm around Dave as he picked up his head to give the redhead a 
sleepy little grin He pressed himself into Dave's body a little more and let him feel his erection. "Morning 
wood." He whispered. 


"Oh, is that what it is?" Dave returned the grin and reached a hand down between them. 


He rubbed his palm along Taylor's length, causing the blonde to groan and roll his hips. Dave closed the gap 


between them and gave Taylor a long, tender kiss. 


It was different this morning. Their lovemaking was slow and sweet without a sense of urgency. Dave didn't 
need to devour the blonde man out of fear that Taylor would up and disappear on him. Taylor didn't need to 
cling to Dave and be afraid of the man he would discover himself to be. Taylor wasn't going anywhere and he 


knew exactly who he was. 

They lay, blissfully exhausted, in each other arms. Dave tucked the smaller man under his chin and stroked 
Taylor's hair. Offhandedly, he wondered how long Alejandra and Tico would leave them in peace and quiet. 
Deciding that he should get up and go downstairs before Alejandra decided to embarrass him somehow, Dave 
kissed Taylor's head and started to slide out of the bed. 

Taylor rolled into his stomach and lifted his head, giving Dave a lazy smile. "Where are you going?" 

lm going downstairs before my staff decides to come looking for me. You know what they're like." 


"| should say hello." 


"You should" He leaned over and gave Taylor another kiss. "I'm going to take a shower. Care to join me?" 


Dave wandered into the office with a grin on his lips. Alejandra looked up from her computer and was about to 
whoop and applaud when Taylor stepped out from behind Dave, wearing his ugly, dirty hat. He wore a shy smile 


and gave a little wave. 


| never got a chance to thank you." He glanced at Dave. "For everything." 

She grinned. "Always happy to help. Do you want to see what we've been working on or are you two just 
passing through? We have a contractor coming out today to take some measurements and we'll be installing a 
new water-conserviing micro-irrigation system. We might lose about half of the avocado field before we get it 
completed but l'm willing to take that risk rather than lose everything. We've already lost most of this 
season's crop but we can salvage most of the plants. Most, that is, except the grape vines.” Alejandra winced 
as she said it. 

"Really? The grapes?" Dave frowned and quickly rounded her desk to look at her computer. "Are you sure?" 
"Dave, it makes the most sense." She reasoned. "The other crops are the farm's livelihood. The grapes were .." 
"A hobby." He murmured. 

"Right. I'm sorry. We have been diverting the water we would have sent to the vines to the macademia trees.’ 


"| understand." 


| have a question" Taylor spoke up as he pushed the hat back on the crown of his head. "If we don't get rain, 


how is a new system going to help?" 


"Well, that's the thing. This new system will help make our water go further, basically until we run out. But it 


will take that much longer to run out. We've also been researching other sources. Condensation, for example." 
Taylor nodded with a frown on his face. "So nothing is a sure thing." 


Alejandra slowly shook her head. "We need rain. Desperately need some rain" 


Dave loosely held the reins of Benny's bridle as he walked beside Taylor. Luka and Sarah followed along, 
occasionally running off together to chase a bird. All the plants and trees looked dismal and brown, 


"How did | let it get this bad?" Dave mumbled. 
"You didn't. There's not a lot you can do if we don't get rain 


"| should have cared more. | should have done something sooner. We just .." He plucked a shriveled lemon and 


squished it in his hand. "I think we should use your money to pay off bills and then maybe cut our losses." 


"No. No way. We're gonna be fine, Dave. It's gonna be fine." 


Dave stopped walked and pulled Taylor to a stop. "What if it isn't?" 
The younger man just smiled and gave Dave a quick kiss. "It will be. And if it isn’t, we'll figure something out" 


Taylor turned to start walking again when he was pulled back. Dave wrapped him up his arms and buried his 


face in his blonde hair. 


"Thank you. Thank you so much, Taylor." He pulled back and was about to go in for another, longer kiss when 
Benny nudged his shoulder and neighed. Dave laughed and reached back to stroke the horse's nose. "Fine, we'll 
keep walking. Pain in the ass." 


Taylor slid his hand into Dave's as they slowly meandered through the fields and into the foothills. Without a 
word to one another, they seemed to fall into sync and wandered out to the place where Dave found Taylor. He 
pulled his hand from Dave, who stopped walked and stood, watching as the blonde kicked off his flip-flops and 
walked over the rocky terrain, seeming to study each rock and pebble beneath his feet. 


After several minutes, he looked up at Dave. "I could have died out here" 
Dave scowled and was quick to shake his head as if unable to process the thought. 
"| could have" 

"No. Don't say that! 


"You saved me." Taylor smiled. "I know I've said that before, but being out here again." He turned his face 


toward the sky. "You saved me in more ways than one." 
Benny nudged Dave's shoulder again, pushing him forward. 


"All right.” He hissed at the horse. Dave took another step toward Taylor, reaching a hand out to him. He pulled 
Taylor back into his arms and very softly pressed a kiss to his cheek. "It was you that saved me, Taylor. It 
was you who opened my heart and made me love again" He took a breath. "And | would be really grateful if 


you stayed here. This is your home as much as it is mine." 


Into The Fire 


Taylor spent the day outside, alongside Tico, working with the contractors, installing the new irrigation system. 
The work was hard and it was warm under the late fall sun. Alejandra and Dave came by several times to 


check on the progress. Rather, Alejandra checked out the progress while Dave checked out Taylor. 


With his hair pulled back to the nape of his neck and the grimy hat he now claimed ownership of on his head 
and a pair of sunglasses on, sweat streamed down the sides of his face, down his neck and down his naked 
chest and back. He wore a pair of board shorts and socks and sneakers while he worked. Dave stared at his 


reddening bare skin. 
"You're going to burn" He told him. 


"Nah, I'm fine. But if | do, you can put lotion on me later." The blonde grinned and gave Dave's cheek a kiss as 


he took the water bottle from Dave's hand. 

The redhead could barely tear his eyes from Taylor's throat as he drank 

Alejandra elbowed him. ‘Let's go. We have to write this check and go over more projected losses’ 
Dave grumbled. "More?" 

"More" Her voice was low and she wore a deep frown 


Taylor gave the redhead a soft, sad smile as he leaned into him and kissed his cheek. He rubbed his hand up 


and down Dave's arm in a warm gesture of reassurance. 


Dave sat on the other side of the desk with his head in his hands as he listened to Alejandra talk money. The 
irrigation system cost a little under a million dollars. They used another quarter of a million to truck in some 
water from the north. That would save the lemon grove. Yet the harvest only yielded them $175 thousand so 
they would take a hit of $15 thousand on that. In order to save the macadamia trees, they'd need another 
trucking quarter million dollars in water deliveries. But they could net a profit of at least $80 grand if they did 
that. 


"Do it. We have the money and we need to save those trees. | say do it" Dave mumbled. 
"Okay. Now, the avocado trees. We lost half the field already. | think we need to save the rest at any cost. 
Once this irrigation system is in and we've built the condensation trap, we'll be able to replant the trees we 


lost but they'll take a year or two to bare any fruit." 


"Agreed." 


As she was typing in the water order and allocating the funds, Dave stood and wandered to the window. He 
found Taylor again and watched as he worked. Dave loved the way the younger man's body moved, loved how 
earnest and hard-working Taylor was. He thought about what he had said. He believed in the farm and wanted 
to make it work. He talked Dave out of folding and running away. 

"Boss? Hey, earth to Dave. Stop staring at the poor man" 


Dave turned around and grinned. "Can't help it. He's hot" He returned to the chair. "And more than that, he 


believes in this place the same way you do. The way | ought to again 


Taylor slowly wandered back to the house when Sarah and Luka came to get him. "Hey, guys. What did you do 
all day? Did you stay curled up in the house, napping?" 


The dogs ran ahead when they saw Dave standing on the patio, looking for them. Taylor looked up and smiled 
and waved as he made his way to the house. 


"Hey." He smiled and kissed Dave. "What a long day. We got a lot done, though. And I'm learning a lot, too." 
| should be out there with you." Dave wound an arm around Taylor's naked back, fingers tickling along his ribs. 


Taylor purred into his ear. "Yeah, I'd love to watch you out there, getting good and sweaty. Or we can get 
sweaty together later." He smirked and waggled his eyebrows. "I'm going to grab a shower." 


"tll start dinner." 

“Thanks, babe. l'm starving!" 

Dave was caught daydreaming in front of the grill when Taylor returned in a clean shirt and jeans and damp 
hair. He snuck up behind Dave and pressed a cool bottle of Moscato against Dave's back. The redhead jumped 
and swung around. 

"Caught you sleeping.” Taylor grinned. He held up the bottle and a pair of stemmed glasses. "Wine?" 

Dave's cheeks flushed. "Yes! Yes, thanks." 

He wandered to the table and uncorked the bottle. "What were you thinking about, baby?" 


"Huh?" He was distracted again. "Oh. Um, just about the farm. I'm seriously worried, Taylor.” 


The blonde poured two glasses and returned to Dave's side, handing one to him. "I know. We'll do the best we 


can do. We'll make it, Dave." 


Dave wound an arm around the smaller man and pulled him closer. "With you here, | know we will. You're 


incredible." 


After Taylor cleaned up the dinner dishes, he found Dave making a fire in the living room. He settled onto the 


couch and pulled his knees up, resting his chin on his knees and watching Dave. 
"Hey," He started softly. 

"Hey, gorgeous." Dave smiled over his shoulder. 

"Dave?" 

Dave finished with the fire and moved to the couch, next to Taylor. "What is it?" 
| have more money." 


Dave's face softened and he took Taylor's hand. "Oh no. No, baby. | can't let you do that. Besides, at this point, | 
don't think it would help, anyway. We've done everything we can" 


"But you're worried. And so am |." 


"| know. But now, it's just a waiting game. We just have to see if the things we've done will work until we can 


get some rain" 

Taylor sighed and moved closer to Dave, snuggling into his side. "| hate waiting." 

The redhead gave a soft laugh. "Welcome to farm life, baby." He wound an arm around the smaller man and 
pulled him closer. Dave kissed the top of Taylor's head. "But I'm really happy you're here so | don't have to 
worry by myself.” 

Taylor smiled and snuggled even closer until he decided to just climb into Dave's lap. He moved to straddle the 
redhead and leaned against his chest. Taylor bent his head down to push his nose into Dave's hair, purring 


softly as he nuzzled his neck. 


With a soft sigh, Dave lifted his hands to Taylor's waist, pulling him closer and rolling his hips. "Want you," 


Dave murmured. "Been thinking about this since | saw you outside today." 
"Oh, yeah? Turned you on, huh? Seeing me all sweaty and baking in the sun?" 
Dave nodded as he pushed Taylor's hips down and thrust himself up. 


The blonde whispered softly, letting his breath tickle his lover's ear. "Take me to bed and give to me good and 


hard." 


"Fuck, Taylor." Dave growled. He wrapped one arm around the other man's back and held him tightly as he 
stood up. 


Taylor mewled and wrapped his arms around Dave's neck, nuzzling and kissing Dave's face as he was walked to 


the bedroom, where he was unceremoniously dumped onto the bed with a bounce. 


The dogs moved to their bed on the floor, both giving Dave a curious glance, making sure their Taylor wasn't 


being hurt. 

"Stop watching me!" Dave playfully scolded them. "Your precious Daddy is just fine!" 

Taylor giggled as he lifted himself up, onto his elbows. "| assume you don't mind if | watch." 

"No, you can watch. You can definitely watch me get naked.” 

Very slowly, he stripped off his clothes, swaying gently, moving his hands over his body. Dave gazed down at 
Taylor, meeting his stare. Regardless of the problems with the farm, Dave considered himself extremely lucky. 
To have this beautiful, gentle, caring man back in his life, Dave felt blessed. To have found love again after 
being so reckless with it in his younger years, Dave was most fortunate and determined to make this last with 


Taylor. 


Taylor broke the stare to let his warm, caramel-colored eyes travel slowly up and down Dave's naked form. 


His hands moved to the button of his pants. 


"Uh-uh. Not so fast there, baby." Dave gently chastised him. "Let me." He hooked his hands behind Taylor's 
knees and pulled him down the bed, closer to the edge. Dave lowered himself to his knees and leaned over 
Taylor. He pushed the thin t-shirt up and pressed his lips to his stomach, letting the tip of his tongue flick 
against the thick trail of dark pubic hair below his navel. When two hands landed on Dave's head and fingers 
dug into his hair, he growled, sending a bolt of electricity down Taylor's spine and lodging itself in his groin, 
making Taylor writhe beneath him. 


"Dave!" 

He raised his head. "Yes, baby?" 

Please! Stop teasing me! Want you!" 

"You'll have me, sexy. All of me. Deep inside of you." 


Taylor whined when gentle hands pushed the shirt farther up until he lifted himself up and pulled it over his 
head. Dave started on Taylor's pants then, and ignored the blonde's whining and impatient wriggling. Taylor 


gathered all of Dave's thick red hair in both hands and moaned when a pair of gorgeous, warm, wet lips 


wrapped around his cock 
"Fuck! Oh, god, Dave!" 


Dave slid his lips farther down his cock, moaning when Taylor wrapped a leg over his shoulder. One hand moved 
to his own dick and stroked it in time with his head bobbing up and down, sucking Taylor. The blonde's hips 
rocked, pushing himself deeper into Dave's throat. Dave let him do that for only a moment before he placed a 
wide open hand against Taylor's stomach and pushed him back into the bed. Taylor hissed and grunted and let 
his hands fall to the bed, fingers clutching at the sheets. 


That was all he was going to get, though. For now. Dave pulled off and stood up. He peered down at the dazed, 
beautiful blonde man while he still worked a fist over his own cock. 


"You want this?" 


"Yes!" Taylor cried. "Give it to mel" He turned over and pulled his knees underneath him, raising his ass high in 


the air. 


The older man grinned, loving Taylor's eagerness. He used one hand to massage one of Taylor's ass cheeks 


before pulling the hand back and smacking him hard. 
"Fuck" Taylor howled as his body lurched forward. 
While Taylor recovered, Dave retrieved a bottle of lube and returned to the bed. "Ready, baby?" 


Just as Taylor had requested, he got a good, hard pounding and was left sprawled out on the bed and panting. 
Dave lie beside him, trying to catch his breath. 


"Fuck me, that was so good. You're so fucking good, Dave! So fucking good" Taylor babbles as he slowly moved 
to curl up against Dave. 


Dave exhaled slowly, letting his body sink into the mattress, a soft smile on his lips. He turned onto his side 
and folded his arms around Taylor, pushing his face into his soft, blonde hair. "Sweet dreams, baby." 


Dave's phone ringing jarred him awake. He grumbled as he unwound pulled his arms from around Taylor and 


rolled over to pick the phone up. What was Tico doing calling this early? 
"Teek, it's 5:30. What are you doing? What's wrong?" 


"Fire." The other man simply said. 


"What?!" Dave said up, wide awake now. 

"Fire, boss. It's on the other side of ridge and moving fast” 

"Shit! How far from us?" 

"About eight or ten miles. Boss, we're going to lose everything if they can't get it contained 


"Right. I'm up. I'll meet you in the office in ten minutes." Dave hung up and immediately got out of bed, 
reaching for yesterday's jeans. 


Taylor grumbled and rolled over, clutching Dave's pillow to his chest, eyes slowly opening no further than thin 
slits. "What's wrong?" 


"Wild fire." 

"Here?!" That woke Taylor up just as quickly. He lifted his head, eyes wide open now. 

"On the other side of the ridge, spreading fast." 

"Shit!" Now Taylor was up and pulling clothes on, too. 

They barged into the office together and looked at Tico who was sitting at Alejandra's desk with his eyes glued 
to the monitor. They rounded the desk and watched a news report. Taylor looked up, out the window and saw 
the smoke. He nudged Dave and clicked his chin toward the window. Dave visibly sagged. His shoulders fell in and 
he hung his head. 

“There's no hope. There's nothing we can do." 

"Have to try." Taylor murmured. 

"Try what?" 


"To put it out" 


"They're working on it. They're flying in helicopters and dumping slurry and water but it's not enough. They 
need ground crews, too." As Tico said it, the reporter on the news broadcast made a plea for volunteers. 


‘lm going.” Taylor said and had already taken three steps toward the door. 


"Nol 


He turned back to Dave, surprised at the panicked tone of his voice. "| have to. We can't Dave, l'm not losing 


this place." 
"Then l'm going, too." 


Taylor opened his mouth to say something but his words were lost to him when he gazed into Dave's eyes. 


Instead, he merely nodded. 


Tico stood and shook his head. "Boss, you stay here and keep an eye on out. Go out to the edge of the pasture 
with Benny. Take a radio and radio in to us if it gets closer. | will go with Taylor.” 


Dave felt useless and frustrated. He didn't want either man to go out there. At least, not without him. While 
Tico gathered three radios and made sure they were charged, Dave pulled Taylor into his arms. "Please don't 


do this." 
The blonde man wound his arms around Dave's neck and smiled at him. "I'll be fine." 


"IFs just you mean so much more to me this than place does. | don't want anything to happen to you." He 
dropped his chin and very softly murmured, "Taylor, | love you." 


Taylor nuzzled his mouth and nose against Dave's cheek, whispering, "God, you don't know what hearing that 


from you does to me. | love you, too. And I'll be back. | promise I'll be back." 


Just as Tico and Taylor started down the drive in the pick-up truck, Alejandra came barreling up the drive in 
her car. She skidded to a stop inches away from Dave as he stood, watching them leave. 


"What the fuck? Now, we have to deal with fires, too?!" She screamed as she got out of the car. "Where the 
fuck are they going?" 


"Into the fire" 


Good Things Come At A Cost 


With his radio and a pair of binoculars, Dave rode Benny out beyond the pasture. He lifted the binoculars to his 
eyes and groaned at the sight. Thick, dark smoke filled the horizon and was steadily drifting in his direction He 
could hear the whine of the ATV getting closer. Turning, he watched Alejandra speeding toward him. 

She pulled up beside Benny and looked up at Dave. "There is no way l'm letting this happen" 

He had to grin at her tenacity. It was the one thing about her that he loved the most. "If you can stop this 
fire all by yourself, | think you'll be in high demand and I'll have to pay you a hell of a lot more to stick 
around." 

"This is no time for jokes, Dave. Look at this shit. What are we gonna do? 

"Right now, I'm going to hope and pray that our guys are safe. " 

"Boss?" Tico's voice crackled from the radio. 


Dave raised it and keyed the talk button "Yeah, Tico! Go ahead." 


"Gonna need you to get Benny's trailer ready. I'm not sure we're gonna be able to stop this. You need to be 


able to get going at a moment's notice." 
Dave looked at Alejandra who grabbed the radio out of his hand. 


"Escúchame , hijo de puta . Dejas de este fuego y que la detenga ahora! Me escuchas! Luego vuelve aqui de 


inmediato , porque yo no estoy perdiendo esta granja o usted!" 

Tico could be heard laughing over the radio. "Fine, fine. We'll see what we can do." 

While Alejandra stayed behind on the ATV, Dave rode Benny back to the ranch. He hooked the trailer to the 
truck and brought it around, near the barn. As he flew up the steps to the office to grab another radio, Dave 


glanced back toward the fire. 


"Please," He murmured to nobody in particular. Or maybe someone. "I don't care about this ranch or the 


buildings or the crops. Please send them back to me." 


Eventually, Alejandra came back. Dave watched her drive up. He could tell by the look on her face that the fire 


was still creeping closer. 


"Why don't you go up to the office and grab everything you need?" Dave quietly suggested. 


When she didn’t protest or get angry and spit something back at him, Dave knew that even she was beginning 
to accept the inevitable. "Maybe you should do the same in the house." 


He shook his head. "Can't. Not until he comes back" 

In a rare display of tenderness, Alejandra gently touched his arm. "He will come back." 

Sarah and Luka nervously whined and paced back and forth, watching and waiting for Taylor and Tico to return 
while Dave and Alejandra packed things from the office into the pick-up truck Dave breathed a little sigh of 
relief when three helicopters carrying large buckets flew overhead toward the fire. They paused and watched 
as the helicopters moved into a flank position and simultaneously dropped water over the front line of the fire. 
They stopped what they were doing and watched as, time after time, the helicopters returned and dropped. 
Over the course of a few hours, Dave continued to stand and watch and count how many times the 
helicopters flew back and forth. 

"Where is the water even coming from? The river has to be dry." Alejandra marveled, 

"We are only about ten miles from the ocean. They must be refilling out at Ventura 

A small smile crept across Alejandra's face. "They're getting it," She murmured. 


Dave smiled as well, and slid his arm around her shoulders. "Not a moment too soon" 


Alejandra started to laugh. She turned and wrapped both arms around Dave, laughing harder and harder. Dave 
laughed as well and bent to kiss the top of her head. 


"Thank you for hanging in there with me through all of this" He murmured into her hair. 
"Please, boss." she straightened and gave him a playful glare. "I only care about the farm’ 
"OF course, of course." He winked 

Dave turned to the trailer. "Okay, Benny. Close call, huh, buddy?" 


The radio at his hip crackled and a voice neither of them recognized came across, asking for him. "Mr. 
Mustaine? Dave Mustaine?" 


Dave froze. His heart started to beat faster, pounding in his ears. He swallowed as he pulled the radio off his 


belt and brought it in front of his face. "This .this is, uh, Dave. Go ahead." 


Alejandra crept a little closer. Dave noticed the fear and panic in her eyes. 


"Uh, lm afraid there's uh, a tree came down and .." 


A fourth helicopter, red in color and without a bucket, quickly flew overhead toward the fire. Dave whipped 
around to watch it. The radio fell to the ground as he rushed to open the trailer and lead Benny out. He pulled 
himself up, onto the horse, and gave a sharp yell. In an instant, Benny took off and the two of them were 


flying across the fields, toward the fire. 


